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Prologue 


Prologue 


Darkness engulfed the majority of the compact bedroom, with the 
only disturbance coming from the streak of light from the doorway as 
a tall, looming male figure stepped inside, disappearing as the man 
closed the door behind himself. Remembering every item's place in 
the room, he was able to move around the queen-sized bed and the 
small trunk at its end, grab the remote control from atop the bed and 
pull out the chair from the desk to lower himself onto the wooden 
seat without the use of the ceiling's light. The man pressed the 
remote control's power button to turn on the flat screen television to 
have some background noise to work to. Flipping the little desk 
lamp's switch to illuminate the desk, the man opened a drawer and 
sifted through its contents and pulled out a housing magazine. 


The man placed the magazine, filled with slips of scribbled-on sticky 
notes jutting out of the pages, on the table and flipped through it until 
he almost reached its middle pages. The specific pages displayed a 
photo of a beautiful mansion among forest trees as well as provided 
a table of information for it, such as the space measurement, the 
amount of rooms, and, of course, the listing price. It was the same 
mansion that he visited that day to see for himself, and with a few 
calls to his boss and his accountant, it was the mansion he was 
going to snatch up immediately. It was too perfect to be passed up, 
especially for a man who felt too confine in his small apartment. The 
apartment would not do for his future plans; it was just too small and 
too populated. He had to moved as soon as humanly possible, and 
this mansion was the godsend of all godsends. 


Tiredly pushing up the few strands of dirt-blonde hair that flopped 
down from the rest of the gravity-defying locks, the man grabbed a 
black marker and drew quick, sloppy circles around the mansion in 
the picture. He took out a bottle of beer, twisted the cap off, and leant 


back in his chair, lifting the bottle up in the air and watching the 
television's soft blue light silhouette against the bottle's shape . 


"Let the games begin," he murmured with a celebratory smirk as he 
guzzled down the liquid delicacy. 


A Chill Up His Spine 


"| can't wait to see this for myself!" Tino chimed giddily, the only one 
of the group bouncing excitedly in his seat. 


"Yes, love, we know," Berwald replied, a bit of amusement hidden in 
his usual monotone drawl. 


The four Nordic nations and Peter were clustered together in the 
Copenhagen Airport's terminal, waiting for their scheduled ride after 
a long and tiring flight in which Tino wouldn't shut up about the day 
ahead, Berwald wouldn't stop staring at Tino as if he really was 
interested in Tino's chatter instead of the nudity under his clothes, 
Peter wouldn't stop whining about the airplane's lack of milkshakes 
and kicking the seat in front of him, and Emil wouldn't stop blasting 
that damn rock music in his ears for two seconds to keep up a 
conversation with Lukas, let alone address him respectfully as "Big 
Brother". Now they sat on the cold, plastic benches, surrounded by 
the bustle of Danish civilians rushing to their destinations or flight, 
reconnecting with family and friends, or sitting around for their rides 
as well. The group had nothing to do, except for Emil, who still had 
his ear buds jammed into his ears and was now bobbing his head 
and playing an air guitar, and Tino, who just had so much to talk 
about. 


And why were they exactly in the wintry airport's building, waiting for 
a ride that was two hours late and counting, with Tino and Berwald's 
brat napping on Lukas's shoulder as if they were close friends (which 
couldn't be any farther from the truth)? All because the stupid Dane 
sent them a text message. Lukas fished his cellphone out of his 
pocket, tapped on the screen a few times to get to his messages, 
and reread it with an annoyed scowl. 


" Lukas, Emil, Tino, Berwald (and the brat, | guess) you guys would 
not believe it, but | gots me a MANSION! Its new, bigger, & totally 


badass! Its incredible, you guys gotta come & see it. No, you WILL 
come! & you will stay here! No's not an option! Luv, Mattie. :) " 


And there were about fifty more texts of the same matter, absolutely 
begging the Nordics to come over as quickly as possible. Lukas 
sighed loudly, shut off his phone and slipped it back into his pants 
pocket. He pulled his knees up to his chest and hugged them, his 
toes hanging off the edge of the chair. |! chose the perfect time to 
wear freaking skinny jeans, he silently scolded, shivering into his 
knees. Although he was used to cold climate after living in it for 
centuries, Lukas couldn't help his teeth-chattering, spine-quivering, 
and blood-freezing state that his body involuntarily came into. The 
worse thing about this was the fact that it was in the middle of spring 
in Denmark, and nothing's more confusing than having the body 
temperature drop during one of the warmer seasons after a long 
winter one. What Lukas wouldn't give to just lie in his warm, 
comfortable bed underneath the thick, warm quilt, drinking a piping- 
hot mug of delicious, warm coffee and just be warm. 


"What a great way to start a vacation," Lukas muttered to himself 
sardonically. 


"Aw, come now, Lukas! It isn't that bad!" Tino assured him, 
interrupting his own stream of thoughts and smiling at Lukas. 


"In case you haven't noticed, Tino, we're stuck in a freezing airport, 
freezing our asses off waiting for an incompetent jerk who can't 
seem to tell time, and these stupid assholes can't seem to at least 
blast the stupid heat up for a couple of minutes so that their patrons 
won't become sitting icicles," Lukas ranted. 


"Freezing? Lukas, it's spring, and it isn't cold in here," Tino stated, 
changing his puppy-like grin into a confused frown. 


"What?" Lukas looked at Tino and finally noticed that Tino wasn't 
shivering at all. In fact, none of the others were visibly shivering; he 
was the only one freezing to death. 


"Lukas, are you okay?" Berwald asked. "Are you sick?" 


"No, I'm not sick," Lukas mumbled. He then sighed and added, "But 
it is strange, though; | was feeling fine up until we set foot in 
Copenhagen. Then, | don't know..." 


"Well, look on the bright side, at least we're that closer to seeing 
Mathias's new mansion, and it's really nice for Mathias to let us stay 
there for our vacation!" Tino interjected as his trademark kind smile 
returned to his face. 


"Yeah, because nothing's more fantastic than being forced to spend 
your vacation days in the house of a raging lunatic, since the 
dumbass lunatic won't let you have a choice in the matter and would 
most likely drag you there, himself." Lukas rolled his eyes and 
rubbed his arms to glean some heat. 


"Aw, my little Norge, you know me so well!" 


The elder Nordics jumped in their seats at the voice, with Tino the 
only one giving a high-pitched shriek and Peter waking up from 
Lukas's movement; Emil was still blissfully unaware of the situation 
as he was lost in his own musical world. They looked over their 
shoulders and there was the great "Scandinavian King" himself, 
wearing a huge, goofy grin as if he just heard one of the greatest 
jokes ever. 


"Oh, hi Mathias!" Tino greeted him. 


“Sup, Tino?" Mathias replied, walking up to the group to give Tino 
and Berwald a hug. "Yo, Berry, how's it going?" 


"Everything's fine," Berwald choked out as his neck was tightened in 
Mathias's hug. "And don't call me ‘Berry’ ." 


"Is there any way that we can save the greetings and merriment for 
later? Because right now, my balls are going to fall off from the lack 
of heat in here," Lukas said as he stood up. 


" Lack of heat?" Mathias repeated the phrase in confusion. He tilted 
his head to the side. "Lukas, man, | know that my country gets cold a 
lot, but damn, it's not Winter Wonderland in here or something, so 
why would they turn up the heat? Besides, it kinda feels nice in 
here." 


"Well, in any case, let's just go, already." Lukas grabbed his suitcase 
and wheeled it away to the nearest exit. The others looked at each 
other in bemusement, shrugged, and followed suit, Berwald carrying 
the still-groggy Peter over his shoulder, Tino grabbing Peter's 
suitcase, and Mathias slapping Emil's shoulder to get his attention 
and get him moving. 


The group stepped outside and waited for Mathias to bring his ride 
up to them. When he drove up in the vehicle to where they stood, 
everyone except Berwald gaped in shock, and then burst into a fit of 
sniggers. 


Mathias rolled down his window and stuck his head out. "What is it 
that is so funny to you guys?" 


"Mathias, a minivan? " Berwald said in disbelief, gesturing to the 
silver-painted minivan. 


"What's wrong with it, Berry?" 

™Berwald,' and nothing's wrong if you're a soccer mom wannabe." 
"Hey! Don't be making jokes at my expense! | had to get this piece of 
shit so your luggage can fit in one trip!" Mathias whined. He then 
smirked. "Besides, it's the new, spacious 2014 model if you guys 
haven't noticed, a gift from Ludwig himself!" 

"Wow, look who's well ahead in the game!" Tino said. "But | can't 
help but wonder why Ludwig would give you such a model in a way 
early time." 


"Uh, durr, because we're bros now, and he was cool enough to-" 


"Hello, freezing nation over here? A freezing nation who'd like to get 
to some warmth ASAP before | die and my people will be left with no 
land?" Lukas interjected as he bounced on his toes. 


"Fine, fine," Mathias rolled his eyes and raised his window. He 
pressed a button under the steering wheel to unlock the trunk. The 
group hurriedly dumped their luggage into the trunk and shuffled into 
the car, with Tino securing the seatbelt over the sleep-again Peter's 
torso and Berwald taking up the passenger seat at Mathias's whiny 


begging. 


It hasn't even been five minutes since Mathias started the departure 
from the airport when Lukas groaned through chattering teeth, 
"Mathias, turn the heat up, already!" 


"Norge, what's your problem?" Mathias said as he turned the dial to 
increase the heated air in the van. 


That was a question Lukas wanted to know for himself. It was all 
strange to him; he shouldn't be freezing at all as a Scandinavian 
country who was pretty much born with anti-freeze in his blood, yet 
somehow he's the only one feeling like he's trapped in an iceberg, 
and during spring of all seasons. He wasn't sick, he knew for sure, 
otherwise Tino's maternal instincts would've kicked in a long time 
ago and Tino would've trapped Lukas in a cocoon of blankets and 
drowned him in all sorts of soups and medications. (It still creeps 
Lukas out how Tino was able to sense when a Nordic, or anyone 
else, really, is sick without any mention of it.) And even the van's 
heat wasn't able to help cease the chill in his body. Lukas pulled his 
knees up to his chest and hugged them again, resting his cheek on a 
knee to look out the window. He watched the scenery pass by, trying 
to distract himself from his rapidly decreasing body temperature by 
taking in the succession of antique shops, bakeries, small houses, 
and chic apartments. 


"Hey, didn't you used to live in that apartment back there?" Lukas 
asked nonchalantly. 


"What? Oh, yeah, | haven't even noticed it," Mathias replied. He 
rolled down the window to lean out of it and wave to the apartment 
building, causing the car to swerve a bit. "So long, sucker!" He 
hollered. 


"Mathias, dammit! Stop screwing around and roll up your damn 
window !" Lukas kicked Mathias's armrest and shivered even harder 
after a gush of wind blew on him. He curled tighter into himself and 
ignored the heavy stares from the other Nordics, even Emil, who 
heard him shouting through his ear buds. 


Mathias sat back down in his seat as he laughed at Lukas. "Dude, 
you need to chill, already!" 


"In case you haven't noticed, I'm chilled enough, thank you," Lukas 
spat. He then squinted his eyes in thought. "... You were just using a 
stupid pun, weren't you?" 


"Heh, a little slow on the know, aren't we, my bro?" 
"... Shut. Up. Immediately." 


The rest of the trip went by in silence, and soon Tino fell asleep in 
the back row of seats with his arms wrapped around Peter. In the 
seat next to Lukas, Emil's head bobbed lazily. Lukas gave a small 
smile as Emil's eyes finally fluttered shut and a light snore escaped 
his lips. Feeling giddy, Lukas gave in to the growing temptation and 
reached over to Emil. He gently stroked Emil's cheek and tucked a 
lock of hair behind his ear, his grin widening when he notice that 
Emil's cheeks flushed pink and his lips tug up into a small, dreamy 
smile. 


Mathias coughed something as he watched Lukas in the rearview 
mirror. "What was that?" Lukas asked him. 


"Peeeeeeedooooooon,” Mathias drawled out slowly and loudly. 


"Didn't | tell you to shut up?" Lukas snapped as he pulled away from 
Emil and curled up again. He went back to looking out of the window 
and noticed that the passing scenery became less buildings and 
businesses and more small houses and trees. Lots of trees. 
"Mathias, where is this mansion of yours, exactly?" 


"Eh, just around the beginning of Copenhagen's forest, right in front 
of this beautiful large pond. | swear, Norge, you're going to love it! 
Y'too, Berry!" 


"Berwald." 
"Whatever." 


Mathias's prediction was slightly true. It was true that Lukas and 
Berwald fell in love with the mansion and its surrounding area, and it 
showed in their captivated gasps as it came into view. The mansion 
was a two-story pale yellow house built on a low-rising hill and 
stretched back far into the forest, with a cottage-theme design to its 
structure. At the foot of the mansion's hill was a large, clear, sky-blue 
pond that reflected the sunlight in an amazing spectacle of diamond- 
like illumination. The pond was surrounded by an array of flowers, 
most of them Lukas recognized as morning glories, chamomiles, 
lilies, and impatiens. The dirt trail they drove on turned into a trail of 
mixed smooth multicolored pebbles as it shot parallel to the pond's 
side and became a set of stairs as it climbed up the hillside to the 
mansion's doorstep. On the side of the mansion was a marble 
balcony, which-despite being made of a pale blue marble and of a 
French fashion- went perfectly well with the rest of the mansion. It 
was all mesmerizing. 


The problem was that as the landscape came into view, Lukas's 
body temperature dropped immensely. As Mathias rode along the 
trail and swerved the van into a park in the damp forest grass next to 
it, Lukas was wringing the blood out of his legs as he hugged them 
tighter and tighter. His whole body was a spastic mess, and he had 
to clamp his jaw shut so that his teeth wouldn't gnash into fine 
enamel powder. 


"Okay, everyone, we're here! Wake up now and get the hell out of 
this van!" Mathias yelled jokingly over his shoulder. "Please don't be 
afraid to step on the grass as you get out, because it'll just die soon, 


anyway!" 


Tino and Peter stirred awake from Mathias's booming voice and 
started to yawn and stretch. They slowly clambered out of the van 
and looked around the forest with sleepy eyes . When those eyes 
landed on Mathias's mansion, their eyes widened and shone with the 
same cCaptivation that Lukas felt. 


"Holy crap, Uncle Mathias! It's so- wow!" Peter exclaimed. 


"Yes, Mathias, it's so beautiful and breathtaking, and... my 
goodness," Tino breathed, placing a hand on his chest in 
astonishment. "You've definitely made a big move!" 


"It's nice..." Berwald simply stated. 


Mathias crossed his arms and smirked as he basked in the 
compliments. "See, | knew you guys would like it. What about you, 
Lukas and Emil?" He frowned when no reply from the two came. 
"Emil? Lukas?" He looked inside the van to find Emil still asleep in 
his seat. He smiled and shook his head. "Dude, get your ass up, 
already!" He snatched an ear bud out of Emil's ear and was startled 
to hear an ear-splitting "| HATE EVERYTHING ABOUT YOU!" blast 
from it. 


Emil stirred in his sleep and cracked open an eye to Mathias. "What 
are you doing?" He yawned as he rubbed his eyes. 


Mathias looked down at the ear bud in his hand and back up at Emil. 
"| was waking you up because we're here." He looked back down at 
the ear bud still vibrating in his palm with the singer still roaring his 

love-hate lyrics. "How can you sleep with this pounding in your ear?" 


Emil said as he snatched the ear bud back, "! just do." He stepped 
out of the van and found himself captured by the beauty of the 


mansion, too. "... Oh, my goodness," he gasped. His eyes glistened 
in what were almost tears. 


Mathias chuckled and went back to getting his last passenger, but 
when he looked at Lukas, his face fell into a concerned frown. 
"Lukas, hey, are you okay?" He asked as he reached for the silently 
trembling body. He reeled his hand back when Lukas's head shot up 
from his knees. 


"I'm fine," Lukas groaned through gritted teeth. He fought the shivers 
running along his spine as he climbed out of the van and went 
straight to the trunk. "Can you unlock this damn thing, please?" 


Mathias reached for the steering wheel and pressed a button 
underneath it. The trunk popped open and Lukas lifted the door to 
drag out his suitcase and make his way to the stairs. Like at the 
airport, the others followed Lukas's actions and wheeled their 
luggage up the stairs behind him while at the same time taking in the 
mansion's exterior. Lukas's body was slowing down with every step 
he took to the ebony double-doors, as if his very limbs were actually 
freezing in place. It wasn't until he collapsed at the doorstep, his 
heart feeling as if it was filling up with icy water, that he allowed 
himself to consider that maybe there was something wrong with him. 
He was still awake, but his body wouldn't move, and his mind was 
dizzy as if it was being tugged back and forth. He was fully aware of 
Mathias shouting his name and picking him up. Someone- most 
likely Tino- rushed up to take Mathias's key and opened the doors for 
them all. Lukas was aware that, even though it wasn't coming from 
his mind, his mouth was stuttering, "Y-you can't, y-you c-c-can't! It's 
not safe, it's not s-s-s-safe!" Mathias stepped inside the house with 
Lukas panting and quivering heavily in his arms. 


In that instant, Lukas felt some strange phenomenon take place in 
his psyche. As Mathias stepped into the door, some force pushed 
itself into Lukas's sense of fear, spinning it wildly, squeezing it tightly, 
and stretching it to its limit. He gasped deeply and clenched 
Mathias's shirt, and in the same time that his gasp ended, so did the 
mind-ravaging, and surprisingly, the cold. 


"L-Lukas? Are you okay?" Tino asked him as everyone huddled 
around him, eying him warily. 


Lukas nodded, but felt something wrong within him. He should've 
been relieved that the body chills had ended and that the mansion's 
warmth had settled inside him and calmed his tremors, but the 
emptiness in the chill's place felt like abandonment, like the cold lost 
hope and gave up wrecking Lukas's body for Lukas's sake . 


It should've been a healing comfort, but it made him feel like the end 
was coming. 


Room Assignment 


Lukas sat up stiff against Mathias's chest, staring into space as he 
curled his fingers into Mathias's sweater. His own chest was sore 
from exhaustion as it heaved and deflated with every large amount 
of air he gulped. What was that? He thought anxiously. When his 
heartbeat had slowed back to its normal pace, Lukas noticed that the 
other Nordics were surrounding him and watching him with caution 
and confusion, waiting to make any moves in case another weird 
attack like that happened again and trying to figure out what was that 
attack to begin with. The waiting silence was uncomfortable. 


"Norge, are you okay?" Mathias asked the still man in his arms. 


Sighing a calming breath, Lukas tapped Mathias's shoulder and said 
in a dizzy tone, "Put me down." 


"Uh, are you sure that's a good idea, Norge? | mean, | don't think it's 
a good idea-" 


"I'm fine, Mathias. Now let me go so that | can get my bag." 


"... Alright, if you insist," Mathias shrugged. He let Lukas stand on 
his own feet but kept hands up protectively around him in case his 
legs were too weak to use. 


Lukas slapped his hands away. "I'm fine, Mathias, okay? Excuse 
me." He nudged Mathias out of the way and went to the doors to get 
his suitcase. He wheeled it inside and stopped as he felt his friends’ 
continuous stare weigh down on him. "Guys, stop it. | was... | was 
just cold, okay? So stop staring at me." 


"But... what was that?" Tino wondered aloud for them all. "What you 
were saying about it being too dangerous and such?" 


"Heh heh, probably Norge's dumb '‘fairies' messing with his mind 
again," Mathias laughed. He crossed his eyes, bared his teeth ina 


wide, goofy grin, and made circles around his temples as he chirped 
"CO0-COO, COO-COO, COO-coo!" 


Annoyed at the mockery yet relieved that Mathias defused the 
apprehension, Lukas reached up to one of Mathias's nipples and 
twisted it hard, smirking inwardly as Mathias winced and yelped in 
pain. "It wasn't my fairies, idiot; | had them stay home to watch my 
house and plants." 


Then he sensed that the silence shifted to a different mood, one of 
the awkward type. Tino, Berwald, Peter, and Emil were looking away, 
trying not to laugh or show embarrassment at Lukas's belief in 
magical creatures. Mathias was the only one chuckling. 


"So, Lukas, what kind of, um, 'plants' do your ‘fairies' watch, hm?" 
Mathias snickered and made air quotes. 


"| have tulips and daffodils, you know that, Mathias. You saw them 
every time you visited me." 


"Are you sure those are the only 'plants' you're growing? And you 
only use those 'plants' to pretty up your house? Hmmm? Hint hint!" 


Lukas's eyes squinted. "Just what the hell are you doing now?" 


"Nothing, I'm just saying that you don't have to keep it a secret from 
us! Wink wink!" 


"Mathias, you're really starting to piss me off, more so than usual." 
He turned his glare to Emil, who was covering his mouth with his 
hand to stifle his giggles. 


Mathias feigned a gasp of shock. "Uh oh, Lukas is getting pissed at 
me! | guess it's time you called up your little fairy friends and make 
them deliver some of your 'plants' here so you can mellow ou- ow, 
ow, ow! " 


Lukas twisted Mathias's nipples again, this time snapping it to be 
sure that it left a bruise. "Just show us around this damn place so we 
can unpack, already!" He ordered as a blush crept up to his cheeks. 


Mathias pouted as he rubbed his sore nipple. He then beamed and 
stepped back from the group further into the house. With a flourish of 
his arms, he announced proudly, "Welcome, one and all, to the 
beautiful, soacious, superb, and roomy-" 


""Roomy' and 'spacious' are the same thing," Peter pointed out. 


"Shut it, kid, I'm talkin'!" Mathias hissed. He ignored the little tongue 
sticking out at him and continued. "Welcome to the Mathias Kohler's 
Mansion of Prestige Excellence-" 


"That sounds more like a school than a mansion," Berwald muttered. 
"Then what the hell would you call it?" 
"... Mathias's mansion." 


Mathias rolled his eyes and groaned. "Ugh, you guys are no fun 
whatsoever! Fine! Welcome to my mansion, ladies and gentlemen!" 
He smiled again and clapped his hands. "Now, if you guys would so 
kindly as to collect your suitcases you left out there in the recent 
scare we had just experienced-" he sneaked a quick glance at 
Lukas, who still caught him and glared back- "so that we can get 
started with the tour, just in case any of you see a room that you 
wanna call dibs on." He winked and turned away. "Now follow 
meeeeee!" 


"Oh, this is so exciting!" Tino squealed as he made his way to the 
suitcases lying about on the pebbled stairs. 


Once everyone retrieved their bags, Mathias escorted his company 
throughout his mansion. He walked down the entrance hallway-its 
wall covered with large photos of Mathias sticking out his tongue or 
drinking a mug of beer, Lukas noticed- and into the white-walled 


living room. "Here, as you can see for yourself, is the living room. 
Over there is the flat-screen TV, the couch, and the computer. 
Around here, you can see the lovely vases Francis made for me to 
give this room some pizzazz. At the far corner, you'll see my 
magnificent collection of army knives in that glass shelf. If you break 
or ruin anything in here, brat, then I'll hold your parents responsible! 
Now, let us continue..." 


The Nordics walked up the stairs and Mathias opened up the first 
door. "Here we have the first bedroom, with it its maroon-colored 
walls, shag carpet, and a full-sized bed complete with a moon- 
patterned comforter and feather pillows for those with weak necks. 
There's a full-length mirror over there, and a basketball hoop up 
there above the bed." 


"Wow, this room is really cool! | call it!" Emil exclaimed, gazing 
especially at the dream-catcher light hanging from the ceiling. 


"And we have our first taker! Now, please leave your suitcase here to 
mark your territory and we'll be moving on!" 


"Hey, no fair! You didn't give anyone a fair chance to claim it, you 
jerk!" Peter whined. 


"First of all, it was fair because no one else spoke up, so | did," Emil 
stated. "You had plenty of time, but you didn't use it, which brings me 
to my next point: tough luck, kiddo." He flicked Peter's nose as he 
pulled his suitcase into the room and hoisted it onto the bed. 


"Now if any of you ever come by here and have the sudden need to 
bathe or take a dump, then the bathroom's across the hall," Mathias 
informed them. "And next to Emil's room we have this bedroom right 
here!" He opened the next bedroom's door, and Tino immediately 
gasped. "| see we already have another claim! And a good 
coincidence, too, because this one has a king-sized vibrating 
mattress for nice, relaxing massages or what have ya." Mathias 
wiggled his eyebrows playfully. 


"Er- well, 1, uh, | wasn't thinking so much of that as much as I, er, 
was thinking about the décor here," Tino stammered as he and 
Berwald took their suitcases into the bedroom. "Like the forest green 
paint with leaves design on the walls! And is that a real tree over 
there? That's so magnificent! Oh, and this!" He stroked the pine tree 
embroidery on the comforter, and pulled the comforter back to see 
the white satin sheets. He stroked that as well, enjoying the silky 
material. 


Berwald wrapped his arms around Tino's waist and nuzzled his nose 
into Tino's hair. "But it's still good enough for some one-on-one 
playtime for us, right?" Berwald purred into the blonde softness, 
ignoring the gagging sounds Emil and Lukas were making at the 
doorway. 


"B-Berwald, please! Not in front of Peter!" Tino tried to shove 
Berwald away, blushing heavily. "| Swear, you're just as perverted as 
your brother!" 


"But Papa's right, isn't he, Mama?" Peter asked as he ran up to the 
couple, his own suitcase in tow behind him. "This room is so cool! It's 
so big and green and it has a vibrating bed, which is so awesome! 
It's like that episode of the Simpsons where Lisa and Bart used the 
motel's vibrating beds to race across the room; we can do that! And 
we get to play together all we want and-" 


"Uh, Peter?" Mathias pulled Peter away from his parents and turned 
him to look at his face. "Sorry to break it to you, Pete, but the kind of 
‘play’ your ma and pa want to do isn't exactly for the kiddies like 
yourself, so, yeah, you're not going to be staying with them and 
cock-blocking their entire vacation." 


"Mathias!" Tino gasped. 
"Well, don't look at me like that! Berwald says it all of the time!" 


"Berwald!" 


"It isn't true," Berwald refuted quickly. 
"What's 'cock-blocking'?" Peter asked. 
"Nothing," everyone but Mathias replied. 


Tino knelt in front of Peter and held his shoulders. "Peter, listen, I'm 
sorry to say this, but as wrong as your Uncle Mathias and your papa 
are for what they said about you-" 


"| didn't say-" 


"There is some truth to it. We would like to have our own room and 
privacy, Peter, while you can have your own room and have as much 
playtime as you want without disturbing anyone." He then smiled 
gently. "Besides, you have your own room at home and don't 
complain about being in there alone, so it'll be just like staying 
home!" 


Peter pouted. "But Mama, you know how | hate being by myself 
when we travel ! And... and..." he trailed off when he saw that Tino 
wasn't giving in. He then sniffed and pleaded, "Well, can | at least 
stay with you guys for this night?" 


"Well, seeing as how your papa and | aren't going to be doing 
anything tonight-" 


"Cock-blocked!" Mathias quietly jeered at Berwald, who hissed back, 
"Shut. Up. Now!" 


"As | was saying: yes, Peter, you can stay with us tonight." 
Peter nodded in resignation. " 'Kay, Mama," he whispered. 


"Well, now that that's settled," Mathias spoke up, "how's about we 
check out the next room, eh?" He pointed towards the door and half- 
skipped, half-jogged to it. "Follow meeeeeee!" 


Peter took his suitcase in his hand and followed the other three 
nations to the door and went with them across the hall, pouting to 
himself that he didn't get what he completely wanted, which were to 
be able to play with Berwald and Tino during their stay, and to know 
what 'cock-blocking' was. 


Mathias placed a hand on the door and paused. "Now, if | can 
remember the details of this room correctly, then | think that Peter 
just might like this one." He shrugged and opened the door. 


Peter pushed pass the others at the mention of his name and 
entered the room with a deep gasp. He smiled with fascination as he 
slowly took in the ivory walls with ocean blue swirls and waves. On 
the ceiling was a mural of a pirate and his crew standing on the bow 
of a wooden ship, aiming a harpoon at a colossal and angry white 
whale amidst an ocean storm. 


"Wow, is that from The Tale of Moby Dick ?" Peter gasped. "My big 
brother Arthur read it to me all of the time!" 


Mathias tilted his head and tapped his finger on his chin. "Hm, | 
guess So..." 


Peter pouted again. "Don't tell me you never got to read such a great 
sto- Oh, wow, the bed!" He gawked at the bed excitedly. It was a full- 
sized bed covered by a black quilt with a skull and crossed-bones 
design on it. The mattress was boxed in by wooden boards stacked 
vertically side-by-side. Two pirate swords were nailed to the 
headboard, the blades crossed like the bones behind the skull 
embroidery. Peter flopped backwards onto the bed and caused the 
neatly placed quilt and sheet to shift out of place. "It looks like an 
actual pirate ship! Mama, Papa, never mind what | asked, I'm gonna 
stay here tonight!" 


"Um, I'm glad you like it, Peter," Tino said with uncertainty, "but is it 
really a fit atmosphere for a child?" 


Mathias followed Tino's gaze to the graphic mural and the swords 
and grinned. "Aw, don't worry about it, Tino! There's worse stuff on 
TV than in this mural, and the swords are made of plastic." 


"Aw!" Peter groaned. 


"Sorry, little man, but I'm sure these lovely people would rather not 
spend their vacation time getting killed by a sword-wielding lunatic 
on a sugar high." 


Lukas felt a shiver course through his spine. Must be the /ast bit of 
the chills inside me, he concluded dismissively. He cleared his throat 
loudly and asked, "So, is my room the last stop?" 


"Aw, as impatient as my little Norge is known for!" Mathias cooed as 
he tapped Lukas's nose with the tip of his finger. "Okay, follow 
meeeeeeee!" 


"Ugh, stop doing that!" Emil grumbled. 


"As master of this household, | am allowed to do whatever | want!" 
Mathias stuck his tongue out at Emil, who in turned flipped him off. 
Mathias led the group to what he announced was "Norge's Super- 
Fantastical, Extra-Magical" bedroom. He pushed the door open with 
a flourish, making "Oh! Ah!" sounds as Lukas stepped into the room 
with an awestruck gaze. The walls were a soft, pastel blue with 
small, cotton-like splotches all over. The queen-sized bed had a 
floral patterned quilt and a small, wooden trunk at the end. In one 
corner was a potted bush of fresh, yellow roses. On the ceiling was a 
mural of purple vines with royal blue and scarlet blossoms. 


Lukas padded across the soft white carpet to the bed and positioned 
the suitcase next to him as he lowered himself onto the edge, 
murmuring "wow" repeatedly as his eyes scanned the room. He felt 
So at peace in this room, so calm, as if he was in a dream and was 
flying high into the sky and floating among clouds. He smiled softly 
as he lied back on his bed, sniffing the light scent of the yellow roses 
that filled the air. He moved his arms up and down at his sides, 


feeling the quilt with the back of his hands. He closed his eyes. 
Egyptian cotton, wow... 


It was until Lukas felt something wet press against his mouth that he 
remained in the euphoria. When he opened his eyes, Lukas found 
his lips trapped in Mathias's mouth, being sloppily sucked on by the 
nation straddling his hips. He pushed against Mathias's chest until 
the larger man decided to stop teasing him and roll off of him. 


"Sorry- | didn't- know another way- to wake you," Mathias panted. 
"Wake me?" Lukas repeated. 


"Yeah, you were out for like two minutes!" Mathias laughed so hard 
that tears were forming at the corner of his eyes. 


Lukas blushed and looked away sheepishly. He hated how Mathias 
would just jump at every opportunity to touch Lukas, and worse, in 
front of the others. He coughed and mumbled, "So, you had these 
rooms specially designed for us, didn't you?" 


Mathias grinned softly. "Nothing but the best for my Norwegian 
kitten," Mathias purred as he placed a kiss on Lukas's neck. Berwald 
and Tino averted their eyes and Peter made a disgusted face. 


"... Yeah, if we're going to go into this whole maudlin romantic 
sickness, then I'm just gonna go back to listening to my songs," Emil 
said, reinserting his ear buds and playing the music on the highest 
volume possible. 


By nightfall, the Nordics finished the tour of the mansion and 
unpacking their suitcases. They were now sitting around the big, 
glossy table, ready to enjoy the banquet Tino prepared for them at 
Berwald's protest, who wanted his husband to start his vacation by 
relaxing, not busying himself in the kitchen. Tino served everyone 
wine, except for Peter, who had a cup of sparkling grape juice, and 
Mathias, who poured himself a huge mug of beer. Lukas immediately 


replaced Emil's glass of wine with the grape juice when Emil wasn't 
looking, and they all lifted up their glasses when Mathias stood up to 
make a toast. 


"Huh, I'm not really good at this sort of thing," Mathias began, 
scratching the back of his head sheepishly, "so I'm going to try my 
best and make it short, eh heh heh." He cleared his throat. "I guess | 
just want to say that I'm glad that you guys all decided to come see 
my awesome new mansion and that you guys loved it, which | knew 
you would, so it wasn't so much of a surprise to me. But I'm even 
more glad that you guys are going to stay here for awhile. It- ah- it 
feels kinda nice... you know, to... have the gang back together..." 
He trailed off and sat back down quickly, looking down at his beer to 
avoid everyone's gaze. When he looked back up, he grinned and 
said, "Well, what's everyone so stiff and quiet for? Let's dig in before 
this stuff gets cold!" 


The others looked at each other and shrugged, deciding to fill their 
empty stomachs. The food was passed around the table, and 
everyone's plates nearly overflowed with the Finnish food, and the 
sounds of utensils scraping against glass rang in the silence. 


"Oh, hey!" Mathias suddenly called out with stuffed cheeks. 
"Mathias, swallow first, soeak second," Lukas told him. 


Mathias nodded in compliance, swallowed, and continued. "I've been 
watching the news from Alfred's country, and-" 


"Whoa, whoa, wait," Emil interjected. "You watch the news? From 
other countries?" 


"Well, damn, Emil, don't think too highly of my intelligence and 
attention span, now!" Mathias scoffed sarcastically. "Yes, Icey, | 
watch the news, too, and this one | saw was straight from America. 
Apparently, some neo-Nazi terrorist shot up a Sikh worship temple in 
blind rage. Killed around fourteen people, | think." 


"Oh, my goodness, that's horrible!" Tino exclaimed. 


"It's also old," Emil added, sipping his grape juice and grimacing at 
the lack of alcoholic tart in it. "That happened last summer." 


"Well, duh, Icey, | already know that! | heard it from Al himself when 
he told me he couldn't come over-" 


"Wait, So you were going to invite Alfred here?" Lukas asked. 


"Yeah, | tried to." Mathias looked down at his food glumly. "But you 
know, a lot of trouble and work at his country. That attack | 
mentioned, the reelection of President Obama, the failing economy, 
the new bills his Congress has been writing and debating over; the 
guy's been pretty busy. Which got me wondering about you little 
nations! So, what's been going on over at your countries?" 


"If you were really watching international news, then you would've 
known how our countries are running," Emil mumbled. 


"Oh, | have heard all about your little island's problem, Emil," Mathias 
sneered. "So, are you going all Emo on us because you're starting to 
regret letting a Feminist ruin your country?" 


Emil paused, gripping his fork tighter. Then, in a calm voice straining 
to hide his anger, he said, "First of all, Mathias, there is nothing 
wrong with the movement or its activists; they are helping to improve 
all of the world just as any other movement, okay? Second, my 
Prime Minister is doing a fine job leading my country despite the 
European economic crash, because crime rates have gone down 
and everything! Heck, my country was listed as the number one 
place for egalitarian citizens, while yours was placed at, what, four? 
Third, I'm not freaking Emo! Where the heck did that even come 
from? And what is so funny?" 


Mathias was chuckling behind his hand. He then replied, "You! 
You're funny! | mean, wow, Emil, is it so hard for you to wait a couple 


of days until you start preaching on your soapbox?" He laughed 
louder as Emil's glare hardened. 


"Mathias," Berwald murmured warningly, "Don't forget about the 
volcanoes..." 


"Aw, I'm just poking fun at him, is all!" Mathias said. "Geez, Emil, you 
Feminists have no sense of humor whatsoever!" 


"I'm not a Feminist; | can't take my own political views, or did you 
forget that as nations we can't take make our own political stance 
because we are to follow our leaders' views?" 


Mathias waved away Emil's snide comment. "Yeah, yeah, | know, | 
know. I'm just curious, all right? | simply wanted to know what's been 
going on in my buddies' countries. Is that a cause for so much grief?" 
He gave Emil a wounded pout, quivering his lower lip to add to the 
effect. 


Emil rolled his eyes and made an irritated grunt. He then decided 
that since it would be too idiotic to expect anything more mature than 
stupid jokes from the Dane, he was going to humor Mathias a bit and 
talk about his country's plans of lowering hotel rates to attract more 
tourists and get more revenue in. Peter chimed in with a suggestion 
that Emil build a pirate-themed amusement park and frowned when 
everyone chuckled at his suggestion. Soon, the entire table buzzed 
with conversation as the guests shared their own stories of national 
turmoil as well as prosperity, with Lukas the only one silently 
contemplating how strange it was that Mathias took in this new 
interest in political, economical, and even ecological currents. 


"So much for getting away from the politics," Lukas said quietly to his 
glass of wine. 


Chapter 2: Room Assignment, also known as the chapter in which 
the author plays Interior Designer and Dirty Comedienne by devoting 
a chapter to giving each guest their own special room and squeezing 


in as much inappropriate jokes and comments as possible. Sorry 
about that. -_-" 


Achilles 


... Emil then pressed himself against Lukas's body, burying his face 
into Lukas's shoulder and tightening his arms around Lukas's hips. 
Normally, this exchange of affection would've been a strange- albeit 
welcomed- act to Lukas, who couldn't even get the younger boy to 
call him "Big Brother" as often as he would like, let alone get a hug 
from him. But under the circumstances they were in, it was 
completely understandable. 


Lukas returned the embrace, stroking the Emil's silvery locks as 
Emil's body quivered with sobs... 


Lukas slowly stirred within the soft folds of his sheets, nestling 
deeper inside the warm softness as he begged his tired mind to 
return to sleep. He was suffering a pounding headache- no, a hellish 
hangover- after a night of drunk foolishness. 


After Tino served everyone dinner, Mathias thought that the 
appropriate amount of wine they had while they ate didn't have 
enough alcohol for their bodies, and he disappeared into the wine 
cellar with a sly smirk. After leaving his guests to wait impatiently for 
a half hour, he reemerged with a big wooden crate over his 
shoulders. In the crate were so many different types of liquor: beer 
(of course), vodka, rum, more wine, champagne, wine-coolers, 
Schnapps of many flavors, even more wine, whiskey, almost 
everything one could find in the shelves of the most expensive bars. 
The guests looked at the crates uneasily because they knew that it 
would turn out to be a bad idea, especially since it was Mathias's 
idea. Yet, as guests, they were compelled to keep their mouths shut, 
and since Tino was the type to not show discourtesy to a host, he 
was the first to pop open a bottle of whiskey and serve it to the 
adults. 


It went downhill from there, with everyone swearing and passing out 
innuendos as if the younger nations weren't right there getting their 


innocence ripped to shred, Tino taking his shirt off and whipping it 
above his head wildly, Berwald slamming Tino against the dining 
room table and making out with him after seeing that little dance, and 
Mathias attempting to break wine and beer bottles over Emil's head. 
Even Lukas joined in on the fun as he tried to use Mathias as a strip 
pole and ground his body against him, slowly and sloppily taking off 
one article of clothing at a time. Someone started to play some 
music and that prompted a wild dance party, so wild that Lukas 
climbed on Mathias, sat on his shoulders, and then slipped off. He 
fell headfirst to the hardwood floor, and the impact cleared his mind 
enough to help him realize that he was going insane and lewd. Too 
lewd. 


When he recovered from the blow, Lukas retired to his room and 
slumped into his bed, ready to fall asleep. Sleep didn't come, though, 
because a few minutes after Lukas left, Berwald followed Lukas 
upstairs with a giggly and sensually-suggestive Tino in his arms, and 
the deliciously-horrid sounds they made in the next room pulled 
Lukas out of his needed coma. Mathias was no help to the sleep- 
deprived nation either when he crept into Lukas's room- inspired by 
the honeymoon couple's affectionate display- to give Lukas a special 
gift growing and hardening in his pants- 


Lukas flopped onto his stomach and pressed his face into the pillow 
in a half-attempt to suffocate himself. Don't think about it, don't think 
about it, don't think about it, Lukas chanted mentally. /t didn't happen 
if you don't think about it... 


Lukas heard the sheets shuffle next to him as the mattress's springs 
creaked. He turned his head slightly to free one eye from the pillow 
and glanced into the smug yet sleepy stare of his worse nightmare. 
He reburied his entire face into the pillow. "Oh, no..." he moaned. 
Don'tthinkboutitdon'tthinkaboutitdon 'tthinkaboutitdon 'tthinkaboutit... 


"You weren't saying that all last night," Mathias purred. He scooted 
closer to Lukas's nude body and draped an arm over his back. " 
‘Morning, Norge." He whispered into Lukas's ear. 


“That was because | was too drunk out of my mind to protect my 
virginity, or to properly cast a curse on you," Lukas grumbled into his 
pillow. "... And good morning to you, too." 


Mathias sniggered as he kissed Lukas's shoulder. "I still can't believe 
that | was able to get you into bed just after one dinner." 


"Did you not just hear me?!" Lukas shot back, propping himself up 
on his elbows to properly glare at Mathias. He ignored the intense 
throbbing in his skull. "| was drunk and you took advantage of that, 
you... fucking... urgh!" 


Mathias reeled back his arm. "Geez, would it kill you to be a little 
grateful for last night?" 


Lukas scoffed. "Yes, let me count my many blessings. Where should 
we start? Oh, | know, I'm so grateful that | got drunk out of my wit 
right and made a fool of myself in front of my little brother; I'm so 
happy that not only did | crash on my freaking head and almost gave 
myself a concussion, but that | stayed up all night to the grunts and 
moans of Scandinavian Geographic and couldn't get an ounce of 
proper sleep; I'm absolutely ecstatic that my body was used for your 
sexual pleasure and that we probably scarred my baby brother with 
whatever noises we were probably making, and the nightmare was 
just the delicious icing on the beautiful damn cake!" 


"... Nightmare?" Mathias propped himself up backwards on his 
elbows. 


"Yeah. | don't remember much, but | do remember this one part 
where Emil started to hug me tightly." 


"That's a nightmare to you? I'd have thought that you would like 
something like that from Emil what with your ‘big brother’ fetish-" 


"It is not a fucking fetish!" Lukas snarled through his teeth. "I just 
want him to show me the respect and love that brothers should!" He 
sighed and shook his head tiredly. "Plus, in my dream, Emil was 


crying like really hard. | mean, he was just weeping and shaking 
madly like something really terrified him." 


"What happened? Did something try to hurt him?" 


"Mathias, | just said that | don't remember what happened in my 
dream. Please learn to listen better." 


"Hm, I'm sorry, kitten, did you say something?" Mathias said as he 
looked at his nails nonchalantly. He smirked when he noticed Lukas 
rolling his eyes in his peripheral vision. 


"You're so stupid," Lukas complained. "But | do kinda feel that 
something did happen in my dream that scared him. In fact, it felt like 
we both were in this perilous situation and we both were scared, but 
| just can't remember what it was we were scared of." 


"Wow, that really does sound weird," Mathias remarked. "It's still got 
ya messed up?" 


"| just woke up from the dream, Mathias, of course it's still got me 
shaken up." 


"Oh, well, how about we chase those big, bad dreams away, eh? | 
know this really awesome thing we could do-" 


"Damn it, Mathias, didn't that libido of yours burn out at all last night? 
Yeesh, such a pig..." 


"Hey!" Mathias exclaimed indignantly. "First of all, it's a proven fact 
that a healthy couple makes love to each other at least four times a 
day-" 


"You just made that up.” 


" Second, | wasn't even talking about that! | came up with this idea 
for what we all can do today while | watched you sleep last night!" 


" You watched me sleep? Crap, Mathias, how creepy can you get?" 
Lukas grimaced as a dark, lvan-like leer crept on Mathias's face 
before it disappeared. Very creepy, apparently. 


"Yeah, | watch you sleep, and it's kinda fun, too! You're just so sweet 
while you're out cold, especially when you have sweet dreams. Then 
you'd get all smiley and blushing and try to cuddle up with the 
warmest living thing next to you!" 


Lukas gave Mathias's arm a sharp pinch. "Okay, enough of that. 
What is this big idea of yours?" 


"It's simple really: | thought that maybe we can have a race!" 
"... Arace?" 


"Yeah, it'll be a cool bonding thing for us! It'll be like old times 
whenever we didn't have any countries to pillage and were bored out 
of our minds! Heh, | wonder if Berry is still faster than you are." 


"A race? Mathias, this isn't a resort, okay? So please don't make up 
these weird, retirement-home, party-cruise activities. And do you 
honestly believe that racing against each other would be a good idea 
after our binge drinking most of us are still trying to recover from?" 


"But it's male bonding! With my Nordic bros!" Mathias whined, poking 
his bottom lip out and widening his eyes to sway Lukas. 


Lukas didn't fall for it. "Mathias, please, | don't think | can even to get 
out of bed, let alone go for a foot race. Besides, where are we going 
to have this race? In the forest?" When Mathias didn't answer, Lukas 
shook his head and moved his arms from under his body so that his 
torso fell back onto the bed again. "I'm not going to run around in 
some cold, wet forest," he yawned and buried his face into the 
pillows again. 


For a few moments, Mathias watched Lukas, feeling disappointed 
that Lukas wouldn't agree to the idea. He then noticed how Lukas's 


pale skin seemed to illuminate like white gold in the sun's radiance 
and how delicate and smooth the grooves and lines of his back 
were. 


"Y'know, maybe we could stay in bed for a little while longer,” 
Mathias said in a dazed tone as his eyes lingered on Lukas's body. "! 
mean, that long trip yesterday probably tired you out and all." 


"Yeah, it did. Thanks- hey!" Lukas looked over his shoulder and 
found Mathias tracing his spine with a long, tickling finger. He 
shivered at the finger's cold, gentle touch. "What on earth are you 
doing?!" 


"It isn't healthy to just lie around all day, so we might as well bring 
some action into the bed with us," Mathias beamed mischievously. 
He then climbed on Lukas's back and straddled him. "So, how would 
you like me to do this, huh? Do you want last night's wild, mind- 
blowing, back-breaking fucking, or do you want to start things off with 
gentle love-making and then we get to the hardcore stuff?" 


"Neither, Mathias, now get off." 
"No." 

"I'm serious." 

"| know, and still no." 


Lukas began to wiggle his hips under Mathias to wrestle him off. 
"Mathias, get off me right now." 


"Mm, that feels nice," Mathias purred, unaffected by Lukas's 
movement. "Oh, and no." 


"Mathias..." 
"Yeah, my little kitten?" 


"Off." 


"No." 


Lukas began to wiggle faster, causing the man above him to moan 
louder. "Mathias, cut it out! Get off!" He ordered frantically. He 
doesn't know why he's getting panicky; he and Mathias go through 
this ridiculous game every time they slept together, so what on earth 
is making him so frightened now? 


Mathias chuckled and shuffled on Lukas so he could straddle his 
buttocks, leaning down afterwards to press his torso against Lukas's 
back. "Sorry, babe, but there's a little issue going on that needs to be 
taken care of," he whispered in Lukas's ear. 


Lukas felt Mathias press his pelvis down further and gasped in 
surprise and disgust when he felt the throbbing hardness against his 
skin. "No, damn it!" Lukas hollered as he threw his head back 
against Mathias's face, which impelled Mathias to roll off Lukas. In 
retrospect, that was a good idea to avoid what could've been rape, 
but in that moment, Lukas regretted doing that and forgetting his 
hangover. 


"“Gahdammitsonovafuckingbitch!" Lukas shrieked through gritted 
teeth as he clutched his pounding head. Tears began to gather at the 
corners of his eyes and his body trembled in searing pain. His vision 
swam and made him feel dizzy and nauseous. 


"Ow, dude!" Mathias shouted behind his hands. He clutched his 
bleeding nose and glared at Lukas. "That hurts!" 


Lukas only glared back with as much fury as his weakened state 
would allow. 


The day was drawing into the afternoon, and the sun had set high 
among the pine and oak trees, renewing the sleeping exuberance of 
animals and plants that thrived among the trees. All five Nordics and 
Peter were standing in a wide clearing surrounded by the dense 
forest, but two of the gathering weren't watching and commenting on 


the picturesque trees and tree-dwellers. Lukas had his arms crossed 
over his chest and his locked on Mathias in an impatient glare while 
Mathias scribbled something on a clipboard and pressed buttons on 
a stopwatch. The Nordics were clad in light clothing for the sprint, 
with short, black polyester shorts, durable running sneakers, and tee 
shirts designed to look like their respective flags. 


After writing on his clipboard and looking over it, Mathias looked up 
at the group and smiled warmly. "Hello, everyone! I'm glad to see 
that you guys came outside with me today!" 


"What're you talking about, Uncle Mathias?" Peter said, removing his 
attention from the wildlife. "You dragged us out of the dining room as 
soon as we finished eating breakfast and made us wear these stupid 
sportswear!" 


Mathias looked at his interrupting nephew, smiling pleasantly to hide 
his irritation. "Well, if you have a problem with that, Petey, then you 
can just go back to the mansion and enjoy some video games or 
something. You won't be needed in this race, anyway." 


"Race? We'll be having a race?" Tino asked. He looked down at his 
clothes. "Well, that would explain the outfits..." He didn't notice the 
way Emil stared at him before slapping his face into his hand or how 
Berwald smiled down at him with amusement. 


"Yeah, we're having a race to see who's the fastest runner of the 
group," Lukas clarified for Tino. "Apparently, this is supposed to be 
‘Nordic Brothers Bonding Activity' because simply going out for a 
movie or something would just be too typical and tedious." He 
emphasized his sarcasm with an eye roll. 


"Aw, a movie! That would've nice," Tino pouted. "! love the movies..." 
"You only love the movies because you and your hubby could fuck 


each other in the dark theater room," Emil muttered crabbily. Lukas 
smiled at him sympathetically; he was probably kept up by them, too. 


"Wait a second, why wouldn't / be needed in this race?" Peter 
wondered aloud. 


"Because we already know you're the slowest of the bunch," Mathias 
stated as he casually glanced at the clipboard again, not really 
reading the content. "Kids are always slower than adults." 


Peter scrunched up his reddening face. "How the hell would you 
know that if you've never seen me run?" 


"Peter! Stop swearing!" Tino slapped Peter's shoulder. 


"But Mama, Uncle Mathias is being a Danish jerk-off!" Peter whined 
back as he rubbed his shoulder. 


"But does that constitute a need to swear like a sailor?" 
Peter looked down at his feet. "... No." 
"That's right, now go back to the mansion and stay in your room." 


Peter's eyes shot back up in indignation. "But Mama, | wanna be in 
the race and show this prick he's wrong!" 


"That's too bad for you, Peter, because you will respect my and your 
uncle's decision. Now, march!" He pointed at the direction of the 
mansion. Peter hung his head and turned to the mansion's direction, 
swiftly kicking Mathias's knee before sprinting away. 


Standing still as if his Knee wasn't just injured, Mathias smiled and 
groaned, "That's some good parenting, Tino." 


Tino beamed proudly. "Why, thank you!" 


Mathias nodded and looked at the entire group. "So, as my lovely 
Lukas has stated, we're gonna have an awesome race. The rules 
are pretty simple: run around the forest, don't trip over branches and 
roots, and try to get back here in little time. I'll be timing you guys 
with this doo-hickey and recording the time on the clipboard. The 


one who comes back the quickest wins, obviously, and because I'm 
such an ass who likes to keep people in suspense, | won't announce 
the times until everyone finished. 


"Now, there's also a specific route to take, so I'll be marking the route 
with these." He crouched down and dug through a duffel bag that 
was next to his feet. He pulled out bright red flags with spiked ends 
and stuck one to the ground in front of him. "This one's the start and 
finish point. Use these to guide you, okay? Any questions?" 


"| have one," Emil raised his hand. He then pointed at Mathias's 
face. "What's up with the tissue wads up your nose?" 


Mathias crossed his eyes to look at his nose. Both nostrils were 
stuffed with bloodied wads of tissue. "Oh, this? This is nothing..." He 
replied with a pointed glared at Lukas. 


"Really? Are you sure? Because it's leaking really badly. It looks like 
it's time for a changing-" 


"Anyway, you guys stay here and I'll be right back. I'm gonna put 
these up around the track!" And with that, he left the other Nordics to 
put the flags into place as Tino started small prepping exercises like 
jogging in place while Berwald watched him and tried not to laugh. 


When Mathias's back vanished into the trees, Emil turned to Lukas 
and said quietly to him, "Hey, Lukas?" 


Lukas stared back at Emil, finally noticing the faint dark circles under 
his eyes. "Wow, you look beat! Are you okay?" 


"Tch, SO now you care about my sleep? Wish you were this 
considerate last night!" Emil crabbily glared and crossed his arms. 


Lukas's eyes widened, but his mouth was still set in a still, unaffected 
line. So, it was us, too... 


"Ugh, never mind that," Emil said. "I just have something to ask you." 


"What?" 
"What's up with Mathias's nose? Did you do something to him?" 
Lukas stared into the trees contemplatively. "No, | didn't." 


"You don't have to lie, Lukas, and besides, you can't; | heard you two 
this morning. You were shouting at him and the bed was creaking a 
bit and..." Emil leaned closer to Lukas, lowering his voice to a 
barely-audible whisper. "Lukas, please be honest with me. Was he 
trying to rape-" 


"No!" Lukas hissed. "No, it wasn't like that at all! He was just... he 
was just being too... affectionate, and it crossed into asshole. That's 
all." 


"Oh, well, okay, then," Emil said, but his eyes expressed his worry. 


"Emil, it's okay, really," Lukas said with a small smile. It reassured 
Emil enough to drop the subject completely and pop in his ear buds. 


Mathias returned twenty minutes later, the stopwatch swinging wildly 
around his neck as he jogged to the group and the nose plugs gone 
from his nostrtils. "So, who's first?" 


"I'm guessing Tino," Berwald suggested. He smirked when Tino 
stuck his tongue out at him. "Well, why else would you be doing all of 
those exercises?" 


"Yes, | would like to go first," Tino confirmed, scrunching his nose in 
annoyance at Berwald. He stepped next to the flag and knelt down 
into the starting position, with both hands in front of him and one leg 
slightly behind the other. 


"Alright!" Mathias set the stopwatch. "On your marks!" Tino wiggled 
his back toes firmly into the grass. "Get set!" Tino raised his buttocks 
into the air. "Go!" 


And Tino took off, determination and intense concentration 
hardening his facial features. He ran into the bend where the "track" 
made a turn and disappeared into the woods. In the quiet woods, the 
faint sounds of grass being crushed, twigs being broken, and 
animals being frightened by a potential charging predator rang out in 
the woods. 


"Your husband sure likes to run, doesn't he?" Lukas asked Berwald. 


Berwald smiled. "He does so every time he gets some time off. If | 
can say, | think that if he wasn't a nation with such inhuman strength 
and agility, and that if his boss allowed it, Tino would've ran for his 
Olympics team." 


"| can see that," Lukas chuckled. 


Soon, Tino reappeared around the bend on the other side, and when 
his foot stomped next to the flag, Mathias pressed a button on the 
stopwatch. His eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Wow, that was actually 
pretty good," he said to himself as he scribbled on the clipboard. 
"Who's up next?" 


"| guess | can go, so | can get this over with," Berwald spoke up. He 
switched places with the panting and doubled-over Tino and copied 
Tino's starting position. His position was a bit sloppier than Tino's, 
with his hands and feet not as firmly planted or his body aligned 
correctly, but that didn't seem to matter when he ran on Mathias's 
calls. He sprinted into the trees, leaning his torso forward and 
pounding his feet heavily into the ground. 


Mathias sniffed. "Feh, | bet he won't make a good time the way he's 
running slow!" 


"Hey, don't say that about my husband!" Tino exclaimed when his 
breathing stabilized. He cupped his mouth and shouted into the 
forest, "Go, Berry, go! You can win!" 


"It's Berwald, " Berwald shouted back within the forestry, causing a 
cloud of birds to rise out of the trees in fright. Mathias laughed and 
kept his eyes fixed on the stopwatch. 


Berwald emerged from the woods and stopped at the versatile flag. 
Mathias scowled to himself as he took down Berwald's time. "Alright, 
who's next?" 


Emil and Lukas looked at each other, beckoning to each other to go 
until Lukas resigned begrudgingly and stepped up to the flag. He 
leaned forward and placed on leg behind the other; he didn't want to 
put so much importance and effort into this ridiculous race, but he 
couldn't help that he was bouncing on his toes in anticipation. 


"On your marks... Get set... Gobbleberry!" 


Lukas started, but stopped abruptly, which caused him to trip and 
pitch forward into the ground. He looked over his shoulder at the 
grinning Dane as the others erupted in laughter. "Mathias..." he 
snarled as he stood up. 


"Okay, okay!" Mathias sniggered. He waited for Lukas to reposition 
himself before shouting, "Go, Norge!" 


Lukas took off with as much speed as he can gather, which was 
pretty decent in the others' eyes. He passed the first turn and came 
into the full throes of the trees. Everything flew by in a blur, yet 
everything still managed to slow down enough for Lukas to take in 
the beauty of the forest in its entirety. He loved the way the sun 
shone full view in some parts yet had to peek through small 
Openings in the treetops in other parts. It was beautiful how the 
random spurts of flowers gave the forest subtle breaks in the 
repetitive -yet still magnificent- hues of green and brown. The cool 
air tickling Lukas's cheeks and sounds of squirrels and birds 
resonating in his ears were s peaceful. Lukas wanted to just stop 
and enjoy the scenery, but he remembered that he had a race to 
complete, so he pounded his feet faster into the ground. 


It seemed that Lukas was running the route subconsciously because 
the next thing he new, he was coming up to the other Nordics without 
seeing any flags in his run. He slowed at the last flag and returned to 
the runners. 


"Wow, Norge, you were pretty quick there," Mathias said as he 
recorded Lukas's time. "Heh, okay, and our final contestant: Emil 
Bondevik! Pleeease step up!" 


Emil sighed and rolled his eyes. He walked up to the flag and just 
stood there with his arms hanging at his sides. He looked at Mathias 
impatiently. "... Well?" 


"Uh, you're not gonna get into position?" Mathias asked. 
"Why would |?" 


"Well, you know, to get better velocity and force. | don't think you're 
going to get a good start wust by standing so straight." 


"Dude, | don't even care about the race. Can you just start my time 
so | can go?" Emil pressed the play button on his iPod. 


"Okay," Mathias shrugged. He looked at the stopwatch. "... Go! 
Whoa!" Mathias almost dropped his clipboard in surprise as Emil 
shot off in full speed. 


Within ten seconds- where it almost took thirty seconds for the 
others- Emil was gone in the first bend, but that was just enough 
time for the other Nordics to capture what was like the snapshot of 
Emil's run. In this snapshot, Lukas, Tino, Berwald, and Mathias was 
able to see Emil's torso bent forward, his arms swinging methodically 
beside him. His slender legs rose up and shot down like 
jackhammers and his toes pounded firmly into the grass, not his 
heels, and sometimes not even the balls of his feet; he was sprinting 
forward on his toes as if he was floating. His flag-designed tee shirt 
bounced up and down on his abdomen, and his pale hair flew back 
from his face in airy wisps like feathers floating away in the wind. 


Everyone gaped after him, eyes wide and minds blown. 
"... Holy shit," Mathias breathed. 
My brother can run? Lukas thought. Wow, who would've thought... 


In what seemed like no time at all, Emil Zoomed back into view of the 
elder Nordics. When he stopped at the flag and pulled out his ear 
buds, he was immediately barraged by compliments and praises as 
they gathered around him. 


"Oh, my goodness, Emil, | never knew you were so speedy!’ Tino 
chimed in admiration. "| mean, that was some quick running! How 
longs have you done it?" 


"You are an incredible runner, Emil," Berwald said as he slapped 
Emil's shoulder. 


"Seriously, Emil, how long have you been running, and do you have 
a special trainer or something?" 


"Lillebror, that was... wow..." Lukas gasped. "That was superb!" 


"Okay, one and all, back up, please!" Mathias called as he waved 
everyone away. "Since Ice is finished, we can get the results out and 
call the winner. Now let's see..." He skimmed the clipboard. "Okay, 
let's see what we have here: 


"Tino, your time was four minutes and thirty-two point eight seconds. 
Berry-" 


"Ber- wald ." 


"Ber- wald, you came up short at four minutes and forty-five point 
seven seconds. So close, but just not quite there! Lukas, you 
actually beat Tino with three minutes and fifty-eight point five 
seconds, and Emil blew you all away with a flat two-friggin'-minutes! 
Damn, man, what are you, the Flash?!" He frowned at Emil's simple 
shrug. "Well, in any case, now to present you with the prize!" 


"Prize? There was a prize?" Tino asked. He now regretted not 
running faster when he heard about the prize. 


"Wait, where on earth did you find the time to get a prize? And why? 
| thought this race was impromptu!" 


"In due time, Norge. And yep, Tino; here it is!" Mathias dug in his 
shorts' pockets and pulled out what looked like a wad of leather. 
When he unfolded it, everyone rolled their eyes. 


"A dog collar? That was the prize?" Berwald droned sardonically. 
"Well, it's actually a human-sized cat collar, and it has this really cool 
tag on the front!" Mathias scratched the back of his neck. "I, uh, 
actually had it made for Lukas because | thought he was going to 
win- don't look at me like that, my Norwegian kitten!" 

Emil shrugged again and took the collar and looked it over. He 
gasped at the tag. "Oh, cool, are these ice cubes made with real 
diamonds?!" 


"Well, no. It would've be too expensive, so | just placed clear 
rhinestones in it instead." 


"Sweet!" Emil fastened the collar around his neck and adjusted the 
size. "This kicks ass! | can't wait for Kaoru to see this!" 


"You look fantastic, Emil!" Tino beamed. 

"You really think so?" 

"Yeah, as ridiculous as a collar is, it's still pretty nice," Berwald said. 
Everyone was gathered around Emil, congratulating him on winning 
the collar and praising his amazing running skills as they headed 


back to the mansion. 


Eveyrone except for Mathias, who had to stay behind to pick up the 
flags he placed. He packed up his stopwatch in the duffel bag and 


took another glance at the race results. 


So Emil's the fastest runner, huh? Mathias smirked. Well, this new 
piece of info will be very helpful... 


Denmark Wrestling Entertainment 


Okay, dudes, | have a serious Public Service Announcement (not 
really) that | want to share with you: One, thanks for the kind reviews 
and the faves and follows! I'm glad that this is getting off to a cool 
start; I'm still not all that confident in my suspense-writing skills, but 
I'm glad to see that | Kept most of you on your toes! XD Two, I'm 
sorry for not updating this sooner. As soon as | found a way to write 
this chapter, both of my aunt's laptops were broken. Good news, 
though: NEW LAPTOP FOR CHRISTMAS! YEAH! More updating (if 
my laziness doesn't kick in again)! Now let's continue this bad boy! 
non 


The rays of the early rising sun streamed through snow-white sheer 
curtains hanging from the window, filling the bedroom with a soul- 
soothing soft light. Using the sunlight for visibility, Lukas skimmed 
over the ancient Germanic writings of his thick, deer-hide bound 
magic book. He sat crossed-leg on the bed, thumbing through the 
book that he had nestled on his lap and pushing up his reading 
glasses. The book was well-bound and strong, preserved and 
protected by the magic within the paper and dark ink; it also held 
many important information on supernatural phenomenon, it the 
reliable guide for Lukas to read when he needed to. He needed the 
magic book now, to figure out what sort of paranormal being had 
"attacked" him when he entered Mathias's mansion. Whatever it was 
that made Lukas's body freeze to the point of Arctic temperatures, it 
was something alive, and Lukas needed to know what that thing was 
so that he'd know whether it was a benevolent being he could trust 
or a malevolent one that he needed to fight. 


Even though he really didn't want to admit it because of his pride as 
a powerful spell caster and an ex-Viking, Lukas was actually a bit 
traumatized by what happened. The being that attacked him was 
gone, yes, but he still felt some ice course through his veins as he 
walked through out the mansion as if every step brought him deeper 


and deeper into the underworld, and it didn't help that he kept 
hearing faint noises- 


Clunk, clunk, shing, clunk, clunk... 


-like those noises, the same noises that have been resounding 
through the upstairs hallway before dawn broke. It wasn't a ghost 
haunting the mansion because Lukas didn't detect any poltergeist, 
nor was it Some demon possessing the other Nordics because they 
were all acting in their normal- insane and perverted- behavior. 
Lukas yawned loudly and turned another page; doing research was 
really tiring, especially when one was reading a two thousand-paged 
book (with more pages magically added whenever a new spell is 
created or some new information was discovered) straight through 
the night. Wishing that the book had a table of contents or at least an 
index, and gaining an intense migraine from the annoying noise 
going on outside, Lukas let his eyes roam over the next page and 
stared blankly at the words while trying to fight off sleep. He rubbed 
his eyes fervently and ran his fingers through his hair. 


Ugh, this shit is so fucking pointless! Lukas snapped mentally when 
the words in the book began to blur and the warm, soft quilt began 
calling to him strongly. Just when he slammed his book closed in 
frustration and defeat so he can get some much-needed rest, Lukas 
heard the clunks stop outside his door. His needed and cherished 
peace was disturbed as a looming giant man burst in through the 
bedroom door. 


This man was wearing a prison jumpsuit, stained with blood and mud 
and what looked like pieces of organs; his head was wrapped ina 
dark-colored bandana, and on his face was a cracked and dusty 
mask, black paint on molded clay to make sneering eyes anda 
sadistic smile. This masked man wielded a dull, dirty machete, 
playfully twirling it in his hand as he slowly walked towards Lukas's 
bed, staring at the occupant with the intensity and interest of an 
eager predator. He looked at every curve and angle of Lukas's body, 
from the soft roundness of his knees as he kneeled on his bed to the 
circumference of his violet, vacant eyes as they stared back in fear. 


Is... Is he analyzing me? Lukas wondered in fear as he gaped back 
up at the giant, quivering and clutching the book close to his chest. 
His exhausted mind tried to catch up with his current predicament 
and force his body into action, but the way this man was just staring 
down at him through the eye slits of that creepy mask, tilting his 
head in taunting curiosity; Lukas could actually see the corner of the 
man's lips pull up in a smirk. Lukas felt his body quiver faster. Oh, 
God, please don't let me die! 


"W-who are you?" Lukas stammered. "H-how did y-you get in here?!" 


The man chuckled darkly, running his finger along the machete's 
blade and ignoring the blood the act drawn. He tilted his head side to 
side, as if enjoying a pleasant tune playing in his head. "So, Lukas," 
he cooed darkly, his voice coming out in a low, raspy whisper, "how 
do you prefer to die? Would you rather just lie there as | take you 
apart limb from limb, or would you like to die like a true Viking and try 
to fight for your life?" The masked man hummed thoughttully to 
himself before chuckling. "Or, would you rather die as a kinky sort of 
guy and have your insides ruptured and bleed out as this blade 
rapes your rectum? I'm for any of those..." 


"Y-you didn't answer my question... !" 


"And you haven't answered mine, so I'm gonna choose for you," the 
man replied, raising the machete high above his head. "Option-" 


Normally, Lukas would've fought back a threat like this masked killer 
by ripping open his book and reciting one spell after another to stop 
this predator's attack and maybe even kill him, but since his mind 
was still exhausted, it wasn't working as quickly or as properly as it 
should, trying its hardest to catch up with Lukas's fear-charged body. 
So it made Lukas do the first clear choice it came up with. 


Lukas instinctively flung the hefty book of spells at the masked man. 


A corner of the book pierced the man's mask, cracking it and making 
the man himself stumble back before falling. He landed on the floor 


with a heavy thud, and the machete flew out of his hand and barely 
missed Lukas's shoulder as it stuck into the mattress behind him. As 
the man landed on the floor, his head bounced painfully on the 
carpet, making the mask pop off his face. 


"M- Mathias ?!" 


Mathias winced and yanked off the bandana on his head before 
rubbing his injured skull. "Morning, Lukas," he groaned. 


"Mathias, what the fucking hell?! " 
Mathias blinked and winced again. "What?" 


"What the fucking hell are you doing ?!" Lukas gestured to Mathias's 
outfit, the mask, and the machete behind him. 


As Mathias's head recovered from the injury, Mathias took in the 
objects Lukas gestured to and the entire situation before smirking. "I 
just thought that it might be cool to, oh, | don't know, spice up your 
morning." 


"By coming in here like a fucking maniacal Mike Meyers-wannabe 
and swinging a dirty, bloodied machete at me?!" 


Mathias shrugged nonchalantly. "Woke ya up, didn't it?" 


Lukas simply gaped at him, not believing the new level of utter 
stupidity the Dane reached. Clenching his fists and trembling, Lukas 
breathed deeply through his nostrils for ten seconds to calm his 
building anger. He didn't want to start his morning with neither 
violence- punching Mathias's face in so deep that he wouldn't be 
able to smirk that trademark arrogant smirk of his ever again- nor 
with admittance that Mathias was right: his little prank did work; the 
dose of adrenaline from that fright did give him an energy boost, and 
he didn't feel the need to crawl into bed and make up for his sleep 
lost anymore. Once he was sure that every urge to kill Mathias was 
gone, Lukas reached behind him and gripped the machete's hilt, 


pulling the blade out of the mattress and holding it out to Mathias, 
making a subtle squeamish grimace at the weapon all the while. 


Mathias snickered. "Dude, chill, the blood's not even human, okay?" 
Lukas stared at him. "... So it's animal blood, then?" 
"Well... yeah...?" 


Lukas turned the machete around in his hand so that the end of its 
hilt pointed towards Mathias before chucking it at him. The hilt's end 
hit Mathias in his forehead and the weapon landed safely on his lap. 


"Agh! Dammit, Lukas!" Mathias's hand flew up to the quickly purpling 
bruise forming on his forehead. "That really hurts! How many head 
injuries do you want me to suffer? Ouch!" 


"Just enough to knock some sense into you and help you realize 
your stupidity," Lukas retorted. He slid off the bed and went to 
retrieve his book, ignoring the Dane's whimper of pain. He went to 
the antique trunk at the end of his bed and placed his book inside it. 


Mathias tilted his head again as he watched Lukas. "You still have 
that old thing, Lukas?" he asked as he stood up. 


"Of course | do," Lukas said. "No self-respecting magician would go 
anywhere without his or her book of spells, lest the magician is ready 
to give up the title and is ready to face any danger in the world 
without a spell at hand. It's pretty much an unspoken, mandatory 
rule." 


"Pfft, you guys are such Potterheads!" 


Lukas turned his intense glare towards Mathias and slammed the 
trunk's top shut. He then walked up to Mathias and flicked at the 
purple bruise. 


"Ah... | Dude, | was just kidding..." Mathias groaned softly as he 
rubbed his bruise again. "Anyway, what were you doing with it? 


You're not gonna cast any spells on me, are you?" 


"No, | was just looking up the symptoms for that bizarre episode | 
had when | first came here. So far, nothing." 


"Oh," Mathias said. His eyes became vacant as his mind wandered 
to that scene in the entrance hall, before his attention returned a split 
second later. "Well, good, because | just had about enough of you 
transforming me into a rabbit!" 


"Why are you here, Dane?" Lukas asked impatiently, crossing his 
arms and frowning. 


"Oh! We need breakfast!" 
",.. And you couldn't make it yourself, | assume?" 
"Aw, Norge! | just ove how you can read me like an open book!" 


"You do know that the phrase indicates that you have a low 
emotional IQ, not that | know you so well?" 


"... What?" 


Lukas sighed. "It's not a sign of love, you dunce, it's a sign of your 
inability to hide your emotions and thoughts; it means that you're too 
open without even realizing it." He received another confused stare. 
" Anyway, why don't you make breakfast instead of expecting others 
to do it, especially the guests? " 


" Because, |'m too busy planning today's Nordic-Bros-Bonding- 
Activity!" Mathias exclaimed jubilantly. 


"Oh, no..." 


"Oh, yeah! Now get downstairs, make me breakfast, bitch, and then 
get ready for a really kick-ass day!" Mathias pumped a fist in the air. 


"Fine, whatever," Lukas huffed begrudgingly, “but after | take a 
shower." He began walking to his closet to retrieve his bathrobe but 
then he stopped when a thought occurred to him. He spun on his 
heels, stepped up to Mathias, and flicked his bruised forehead and 
slapped the back of his head, right where Mathias landed when he 
fell on the floor. "Don't call me a 'bitch'’," he grumbled as Mathias 
gripped his head and crumpled to the floor in agonizing pain. 


"Um, is anyone able to tell me what is going on?" Tino asked as he 
looked down at his attire. 


After they had eaten breakfst, the five Nordics and Peter stood 
together in what appeared to be the private exercise room, the 
exercise equipment pushed far away to give the nations space, 
although it really wasn't necessary since the room was spacious 
enough; it was almost twice the size of Lukas's bedroom. They stood 
in the center where a mat was placed, scuffing their combat boots 
against the mat, tightening and loosening the Velcro on their 
kneepads, and tugging at their uncomfortably tight and itchy spandex 
shorts with the "World Wrestling Entertainment" logo on the back. 
The spandex didn't affect Mathias; he just stood there and beamed 
excitedly at his guests. Lukas was the exact opposite; as he pulled 
subtly at the clothing that was riding up into certain unpleasant 
areas, he glared directly at Mathias and wished he had memorized 
the spell for making targets combust right where they stood. 


"Isn't it obvious, Mama?" Peter replied. "We're going to wrestle! It's 
SO Cool!" 


"As the little guy said," Mathias confirmed, glaring at the child for 
stealing his opportunity, "we'll be wrestling today. Thought that it 
might be good for us if we let some macho-manly juices out of our 
systems. Y'know, let the Viking in us come back out!" 


Emil slowly raised his hand. "Yeah, uh, problem, Mathias," Emil said. 
"Not every one of us were Vikings, if you forgot. In fact, only you, 


Berwald, and Lukas were Vikings, while Peter's a kid, | had little 
fighting experience, and Tino's just a wimp." 


"Hey!" Tino glared at Emil. 


"SO how will this little wrestling thing you have for us be fair?" Emil 
continued. 


"Simple, my good man!" Mathias replied. He paused for dramatic 
effect before saying, "You'll all be wrestling me!" 


"What?!" The others yelled. They then began sounding their protests 
simultaneously. 


Mathias put his palms up. "Hey, hey, guys! Chill! It isn't that bad, 
okay?" 


"Mathias, it's five against one, " Lukas stated, "Even if two of us are 
too weak to fight out of a paper bag-" 


"| better not be one of those two, Lukas!" Tino snapped, still pissed 
off at Emil's insult. 


"... AS | was saying, even if two of us aren't even close to being 
strong and probably wouldn't have a chance at hurting you, it's still 
too many opponents for one person.” 


"D'aw, it's SO Sweet how you are so loving towards me and 
concerned about my well-being!" Mathias squealed as he ruffled 
Lukas's hair. "But don't you worry, my sweet little Norwegian kitty- 
witty, none of this will involve my bones being broken or my limbs 
being ripped off my body." 


"Too bad," Berwald muttered, earning a light chuckle from Peter and 
Emil. 


Mathias shot a quick glare at his younger brother before continuing. 
“Our wrestling matches will work the same way that the race worked: 
each of you will be timed as soon as you step up and ready to go, 


and you have to try to beat each other's time. The difference is that 
there could be more than one outcome to this: you guys could beat 
me- in which then you'll have to beat each other's time- | could beat 
one of you, or heck, | could just beat all of you. As for the first 
outcome, if you guys manage to pin me to the ground and keep me 
pinned, then the timer will stop and that'll be your result. Whoever 
beats me in the least amount of time wins." 


"And who's going to time us while we fight?" Lukas asked him. "I 
mean, how do we know we can trust each other to record the correct 
time result and not cheat to win?" 


"Oh, the mat will do that for us!" Mathias's response was met with 
confused looks. Sighing, Mathias explained, "The mat is weight- 
sensitive and connected to a stopwatch, so when a body is held 
down long enough, the mat will register that as an official pin and 
stop the time." He crouched down- making the other Nordics groan 
in disgust and avert their eyes from the spandex-clenched loins that 
he was too oblivious of to hide- and patted the mat below them. 
"Yep, this baby here is unbiased. Totally legit and fair!" 


"So... where is this special stopwatch it's connected to?" Emil asked. 
They all scanned the room to look for the tool, albeit only Mathias 
would know what it looks like. 


"Damn, | forgot to set it up!" Mathias grumbled. He went to the 
room's closet and searched through it noisily. Once he found the 
stopwatch- which looked more like a large, widescreen alarm clock 
with a red switch and a couple of large buttons- he knelt beside the 
mat and pulled out cords from a hidden part of it and plugged them 
into the stopwatch. He flipped the red switch on the stopwatch, and 
large, bold green zeros appeared on the screen. He fiddled with the 
buttons, his face set in the most focused expression any of the 
Nordics have seen since his old days as a Viking where he would 
hunt and pillage with almost military strategy. 


After he had set up the stopwatch, Mathias stood up and looked at 
his opponents. Smiling haughtily, he did a series of macho poses as 


he asked in a deep, loud, playfully-menacing voice, "So, which one 
of you wimpy chumps wanna be first to take on the big, the strong, 
the undeniably handsome, one and only greatest Viking-" he swept 
an arm in a noble bow, "-The King of Scandinavia!" 


Lukas, Tino, Emil, and Peter immediately looked towards Berwald, 
who felt them staring at him and blushed in discomfort from the 
sudden and expectant attention. "I-| guess | can give it the first go," 
he muttered as he took off his glasses and handed them to Tino. He 
stepped onto the mat in front of Mathias. The others quickly scurried 
off the mat, Knowing fully well that when these two fight, it'll get 
destructive, even if they weren't allowed to injure each other greatly. 


"Aw, So it's you that dares to take on The King of Scandinavia, | see!" 
Mathias said with his chest puffed out. "| hope you are well prepared 
for a whipping on your- agh!" 


Berwald had tackled Mathias to the mat before letting Mathias finish 
his taunting. With the way Berwald had positioned himself on 
Mathias- straddling him while pushing down on his chest- it looked 
as if Berwald was sure to win this match before even a minute 
passed, but Mathias wasn't going to take a lost so easily. Gripping 
one of Berwald's wrists, Mathias used his free arm to elbow 
Berwald's collarbone, and when the hit had momentarily distracted 
Berwald, Mathias twisted Berwald's wrist and pushed him off. They 
both rolled onto their feet and bent low, palms up as if ready to grab 
the other. They circled the mat without breaking eye contact. 


"SO, you tried to take me on while | was momentarily distracted, 
huh?" Mathias asked. "Couldn't wait for me to at least get the crowd 
hyped up for our match?" 


"You talk too much," Berwald simply stated. He lunged at Mathias 
again and grappled his hips. He then lifted him up to body slam him, 
but Mathias swiftly kicked and twisted out of Berwald's hold and 
landed gracefully on his feet behind Berwald. 


"Heh, when you're as epic of a fighter as | am, Berry, people simply 
can't get enough of my words!" Mathias reciprocated Berwald's 
lunging move and tried to get at his hips, but Berwald predicted that 
move and met Mathias head on. They ended up grabbing each 
other's shoulders, pushing at each other to get the opponent to the 
ground. 


"Hey! Kick his ass, Papa!" Peter ordered, bouncing on his toes in 
extreme excitement. 


"Peter! What have | told you about swearing?!" Tino scolded him. 
When he heard Berwald grunt and saw that Berwald was on his 
stomach with Mathias straddling his back and twisting one of 
Berwald's arm behind him, Tino gasped. "Berwald, what the hell?! 
Get his ass off you! You're bigger than him! Kick his ass!" 


That proved to be enough motivation for Berwald, because he used 
his free arm to push himself up. He then twisted his torso twice, once 
to make Mathias lose his balance and the second time to quickly use 
his free arm to elbow Mathias off completely. 


"Give 'im the chair, Papa!" Peter shouted, which was unnecessary 
since Berwald rolled on Mathias and had pinned his wrists down with 
one hand and his chest with the other. 


"Chair? What chair? There is no chair, you idiot!" Emil scoffed. 


The stopwatch made a harsh buzz, indicating that it registered 
Berwald's pin and made Berwald the winner of this match. 


"Aw, dammit!" Mathias yelled as he kicked down on the mat in anger. 


Berwald climbed off Mathias and held out his hand. "Ya did well," 
Berwald said as Mathias took his hand and let himself be pulled up. 


"Whatever; you too, | guess," Mathias grumbled. He went to the 
stopwatch. "Wow, four and a half minutes. Nice job, bro!" He 
cheered as he reset the stopwatch. He then went to slap Berwald's 


shoulder merrily. Berwald walked off the mat, rubbing his shoulder 
and wincing softly. "So, who else wants to step up and challenge The 
King?" 


"Um, Mathias, shouldn't you take a quick break before trying to fight 
anyone else?" Tino asked with concern. 


Mathias held his head high, puffed out his chest again, and beat his 
fist on it. "Naw, man, I'm good for another round. Don't forget, dude, 
you're looking at the greatest warrior the world has ever seen!" 


"Says the guy who's been beaten by his practically blind little brother 
in under five minutes," Emil muttered mockingly. He and Lukas 
snickered to each other while Tino tried not to giggle. 


"Oh, what's that | hear?" Mathias said as he cup a hand to his ear. 
"Does that sound like my next opponent who dares to take on The 
King?!" 
"No, |-" 


"Well, step on up, little man!" Mathias slapped his palms on his 
chest. "Come at me, bro!" 


Rolling his eyes, Emil walked on the mat and looked up at Mathias 
with a bored expression. 


"Good luck, lillebror," Lukas called out to Emil. Emil only crossed his 
arms and rolled his eyes again as a response. 


"This is stupid," Emil muttered. 


"Aw, you're just saying that because you know your scrawny ass will 
be kicked hard!" Mathias pointed to himself. "By me! Oh, yeah!" 


"You are seriously too excited about this-hey!" Emil jumped out-of- 
the-way as Mathias lunged at him. "Whoa! Would you mind calming 
down just a tad?!" 


“There's no such thing as 'calming down' in WrestleMania!" Mathias 
lunged at Emil again, who jumped out of his path again and 
roundhouse kicked Mathias in his bottom. 


"Wow, | literally kicked your ass!" Emil laughed. He bounced on his 
toes a little as the adrenaline started to kick in. 


Mathias glared at him over his shoulder, rubbing his butt and 
blushing in embarrassment. Now really getting in the fighting spirit, 
Emil smirked and widened his stance, placing his fists by his hips. 
When Mathias charged at him for the third time, Emil grabbed an 
outstretched arm, turned around, and flipped Mathias over his back. 


"Wow, go Emil," Lukas deadpanned as he instantly replayed the 
physically daunting move in his mind with admiration. 


Emil skipped backwards when Mathias slowly rose from the mat. He 
then charged at Mathias and tackled him to the mat. He turned 
Mathias onto his stomach and twisted both of his arms behind him. 
He looked at the stopwatch expectantly, but yelped in surprised and 
became disappointed as Mathias easily shook him off. Sprawled on 
the mat, Emil cursed under his breath as Mathias practically jumped 
on him to pin him down. He lifted up Emil's leg, waited, and grinned 
as the stopwatch buzzed. 


He jumped off of Emil and started bouncing around as he held his 
fists up above his head. "WINNER!" He announced at the top of his 
lungs. He looked at the stopwatch. "Dang, and at only two minutes, 
too! Ha ha ha! Now you know better than to talk smack to the 
CHAMP!" He quickly went to reset the stopwatch for the next match. 


Emil stormed off, swatting away Lukas's hand as Lukas tried to pat 
his back sympathetically. In his fit of frustration, he shoved Tino onto 
the mat. 


"H-hey!" Tino stammered as he stumbled forward. He pouted at Emil 
before returning his attention to Mathias, who finished resetting the 
stopwatch and was looking down at Tino with a predatory sneer. 


"Wow, it's always the smaller ones who're more eager to step up to 
the ring and take on the champ," Mathias chuckled. "Why is that?" 


Tino chuckled nervously. "U-uh, well, I-I really don't know the reason 
for that, M-Mathias. | mean, um, / know | wouldn't take on more than 
| can-" 


Mathias slapped Tino's shoulder. "Hey, Tino, relax, already! Like | 
said, no bones will be broken, so you have nothing to fear!" He 
stepped back and assumed the fighting stance: knees bent and 
palms up. 


"W-well, if you say so," Tino mirrored Mathias and they started to 
circle each other. 


"Go, Mama!" Peter shouted. Berwald muttered a "Yeah," to show his 
way of support. 


This circling went on for about a couple of minutes, with neither of 
them willing to end the cycle. 


"Oh, c'mon, Tino!" Berwald yelled impatiently. "Seriously?!" 


"Well, damn, Berwald, it's not like | really know what I'm doing, here!" 
Tino shouted without looking away from Mathias. 


"Hafta agree with Berry, dude; you're gonna have to attack 
sometime!" Mathias said in a sing-song tone. 


"Well, since you're so eager to start this, why don't you attack me? " 


"Hey, man, you were the one who was too scared to even face me 
without a little push. I'm just allowing you the first hit-" 


"Oh, really? How nice of y-" 
"But hey, if you're not gonna take it..." Mathias lunged after Tino, 


who suddenly cartwheeled to the side and out of Mathias's path. 
Mathias gaped at him. "What the...?" 


Tino stared at the spot he was just standing on in surprise. "Wow, I... 
| don't know what that was. | guess | have some sort of soldier still in 
me." Mathias snorted at the unknown joke. "Oh, shut up, you idiot!" 
Tino grabbed one of Mathias's arms, swung him forward then 
forcefully pulled him backward and let him go. Mathias stumbled 
backward, fell on his butt, and rolled onto his feet. Tino stayed away, 
but still held his fighting stance, waiting for Mathias's attack. Mathias 
stayed still, and suddenly stomped in front of him on the mat; he 
didn't move towards Tino, but it still made Tino flinch and cross his 
arms in front of him in defense. When Tino saw that Mathias didn't 
move, he put his arms down, which was a bad idea because Mathias 
did come after him. He clotheslined Tino to the ground, turned him 
on his stomach, straddled him, and wrapped an arm around his 
neck. He pulled Tino's head back into a chokehold and waited for the 
stopwatch to sense the pin. 


"M-Mathias! Damn it, be careful with him!" Berwald ordered in fear 
as he watched his husband's face slowly turn blue. He didn't have 
long to worry, though; Tino slapped the mat repeatedly before the 

stopwatch even buzzed. 


Mathias climbed off of Tino and pulled him up. "Aw, Tino, dude, 
guitting ?! That's lame!" 


"You were choking me!" Tino protested as he rubbed his throat and 
gasped for air. "What happened to 'no serious injuries'?" 


"| was just pinning you, Tino, gosh! | wasn't going to strangle you to 
death!" He went to reset the still-running stopwatch, which had just 
hit three minutes and twenty-eight seconds. "Aw, you couldn't even 
last five minutes! Feh, next!" 


Like Emil, Lukas stepped onto the mat with a bored and impatient 
expression. When Mathias turned away from the stopwatch and saw 
Lukas, he grinned his special grin, the wide, cocky grin that he 
reserved only for Lukas when he was ready to "play with his kitten", 
laced with all of its glorious innuendo and mischief that only one 


who've went through the hundreds of thousands of lewd nights can 
detect. 


Mathias crossed his arms and started walking around Lukas, looking 
him up and down and chuckling in a low voice. "Wow, so my next 
Opponent is my precious, hm? But I'm not sure that is a good idea, 
though. | mean, there's not much in the muscle mass department; 
your height could be a little higher-" 


"You just don't know when people are sick of your constant and 
pointless taunting, do you?" Lukas muttered as he put his hands up 
and widened his stance. 


"And your attitude leaves much to the imagination," Mathias 
grumbled. Nonetheless, he shrugged and got into position. 


They both stood still, hearts palpitating in anticipation, breaths 
coming in and out slowly, until Lukas was just sick of waiting for 
Mathias to attack first and came at him, jumping and kicking Mathias 
in chest right at the center just light enough to sting him without 
breaking his chest plate. Winded by the kick, Mathias gasped and 
grasped at his chest; he bore his teeth in a playfully vicious sneer. 
He charged at Lukas to grapple his waist, but Lukas crouched low 
and made a sweeping kick under him to trip him. Mathias skidded on 
his stomach as he fell and pushed himself up. 


"Heh, good to see you're not out of touch, Norge," Mathias scoffed. 
Lukas only wiggled his index finger. "Come on." 


"Whoa, Lukas's so badass!" Peter gasped in admiration. Emil sighed 
and rubbed the bridge of his nose. 


Mathias ran towards him and tried to strike Lukas's stomach. Lukas 
swiveled to the side and jutted his knee into Mathias exposed gut. 
Mathias grabbed Lukas's thigh and shoulder and lifted Lukas high 
above his head. He slammed Lukas onto the mat and smiled 
inwardly as Lukas yelped and writhed. 


"Lukas!" Emil cried, which made Mathias smile wider. He started to 
walk towards Lukas to help him, but stopped when Berwald put up 
an arm to block him, shaking his head in disapproval. 


Mathias bent down to Lukas's face. "That oughtta make up for the 
head injuries this morning," he hissed in Lukas's ear. 


Lukas quickly wrapped his arms around Mathias's neck and pulled 
him to the mat with him. Once Mathias was on the mat, Lukas 
grabbed Mathias's arm, slung a leg over his chest, and pressed his 
leg down as a sort of weight while he tugged the arm. He almost 
smirked to himself when Mathias whimpered in pain. 


"Ah, ah, ow ! Lukas, leggo!" Mathias finally cried out. 


"There's only one way I'd let go, Dane," Lukas replied coldly. C'mon, 
Dane, submit! He thought 


Almost as if he was reading Lukas's mind, Mathias howled, "Never!" 
in a strained voice and wriggled frantically. Using his free hand, 
Mathias grabbed Lukas's ankle and lifted his leg until he had enough 
room to move freely. He rolled on his side into Lukas's thigh and 
jerked the leg upward, yanking his arm free when Lukas was too 
distracted by the sudden act to hold on tightly any longer. He 
scurried away from Lukas and stood up, rolling his aching 
shoulder."Damn, man, were you seriously gonna dislocate my 
shoulder?!" 


Lukas stood up as well an shrugged. "Maybe." 
"B-but, | thought you didn't want any of my bones to break?" 
"No, | didn't want two or more people fighting you." 


"... Oh, yeah. Well, the rule still stands! And with that said..." 
Mathias trailed off as he ran to Lukas with an arm crooked out to 
clothes line him. Lukas swiftly bent backwards and turned around to 
grab Mathias's still outstretched arm. He wrapped a leg around one 


of Mathias's leg, pulled it back, and sent them both falling to the mat 
with Lukas on top of him. Lukas then straddled Mathias, twisted his 
arm back, and held him down by the back of his neck. A few seconds 
later, the stopwatch buzzed. 


"Whoo-hoo! Yeah !" Emil cheered as he threw his fists up in the air. 
When he noticed that everyone stared at him in amused surprised, 
he lowered his arms and coughed. "I'm only happy that Mathias 
lost..." he mumbled. 


Mathias shoved Lukas off of his back and stood up, pouting and 
straightening his spandex shorts. "Next," he grunted. 


Lukas stood up as well and snickered. "Wait, don't tell me you're 
actually pissed?" When Mathias trudged towards the stopwatch in 
deliberate silence, Lukas snickered louder as his eyebrows rose in 
astonishment. "Wow, | can't believe you're actually this sore about 
losing to me." 


"Geez, Uncle Mathias, it was just a small wrestling match; no need to 
get so worked up over it," Peter said to appease his brooding uncle. 


"I'm not freaking worked up!" Mathias almost yelled. He picked up 
the stopwatch. 


"Really, Mathias?" Lukas asked as he put his hands on his hips. 
"Because this looks so much different than how you reacted when 
Berwald had beaten you." 


"That's because Berwald isn't some dainty-ass pansy,” Mathias 
grumbled as he fiddled with the stopwatch. A thin smile crept on his 
face as he read the time. "Heh, doesn't really matter, though; you 
lost to Berwald, anyway. Five minutes and six seconds. Now get off 
my mat!" 


Scoffing, Lukas stormed off the mat and Peter skipped excitedly in 
his place, face set in a determined smirk. Mathias started the 
stopwatch and turned to Peter, not even bothering to get into his 


fighting pose. Peter charged at him and grappled his hips, heaving 
up as he tried to lift Mathias for a body slam. Mathias looked down at 
Peter with an unimpressed stare before scooping him up and gently 
laying him on the mat. He pinned him before the stopwatch hit the 
thirty-second mark. When Mathias released him, Peter stuck his 
tongue out and stomped off the mat into Tino's arms, muttering 
"cheating jerk" as he swiped repeatedly at his tears; Berwald 
watched Peter and laughed inwardly. 


"What happened to not getting worked up over a wrestling match?" 
Mathias taunted. He snickered as Peter secretly flipped him off when 
Tino wasn't looking. "Anyway, now that WrestleMania had come toa 
close..." He paused to choke back a fake sob, earning him a couple 
of eyerolls and annoyed sighs. "Now that it's over, | guess it's time to 
announce this tournament's winner." He announced with a loud 
baritone, "And the winner for the Denmark Wrestling Confederation 
is- BERWALD OXENSTIERNA! " He took Berwald's wrist and 
yanked it up above his head and then hurried to the closet to dig 
through it some more. "And what better way to commemorate this 
victory than with the official Championship Belt!" 


"Mathias," Lukas spoke up, "don't you think you're taking this silly 
little game a bit too- whoa..." He trailed off as he joined the others in 
staring at the "Championship Belt" which had authentic leather 
straps, a platinum hook on one strap and multiple rings on the other 
strap for adjustable waist size. The large plate sown in the belt's 
widened middle was covered with transculent green and blue 
rhinestones and had a large, crude "W'" in its center. 


Berwald held out his forearms and Mathias laid the belt gently on 
them. Berwald gazed at the belt. "Wow... it's nice. Tack. Where'dya 
get this?" 


Mathias slapped Berwald's shoulder again. "No problem, buddy! 
Alfred gave it to me as an apology for not hanging out with me as 
much as we used to, but it's been a hassle to keep up with, which 
makes me glad you won i; | Know you wouldn't lose it time and time 
again." 


"Wow, you sure have been given a lot of gifts, Mathias," Tino said as 
he looked at the belt. He poked the "W" emblem and squeaked as it 
swivelled. "Oh, no! | think | broke it! I'm sorry!" 


"... Or it's a piece of junk," Emil muttered. 


"No and no," Mathias replied. "It's made to spin like that, look!" He 
spun the emblem. "See? It's a Jon Cena belt!" 


".. Who?" Berwald said. 


"Jon Cena? American pro wrestler and movie actor? He's one of the 
coolest guys Alfred ever introduced to me!" 


"Yeah, to you, " Lukas said, "Not to the rest of us. Not everyone 
follows this- wrestling thing like you and Al do." 


"Speaking of wrestling, can we get out of these wrestling shorts?" 
Emil asked as he fingered his shorts. "These things have rode up on 
me too many times, now." 


"Fine, go, whatever," Mathias huffed. "| gotta put this stuff away, 
anyway." 


"Would you like some help?" Tino offered as the others made their 
way to the door, Berwald still fixated on his belt. 


Mathias waved his hand dismissively as he disconnected the 
stopwatch and the mat. "Naw, go on, Tino, | got this. Go help Lukas 
with lunch or something." When Tino left gym, Mathias began to pull 
the mat apart into smaller squares and leaned them against the wall. 
Once he finished that, he went back to the stopwatch and scooped it 
up in his hand. He pressed one of the large buttons a couple of 
times, and into the palm of his hand fell a small, silver computer chip. 
He flipped the red switch to shut the hidden camera off and went to 
the closet to put the stopwatch away. 


Ugh, such a long chapter! *headdesk* | had hoped to finish this one 
sooner and post it quickly, but as luck would have it, the chapter 
came out longer than | planned it to be; heck, this just might be the 
longest one I'll ever write (and the only long one I'll write, hopefully). 
Well, | at least had some fun with hurting Mathias a bit, and writing 
the wrestling scene was cool, even if I'm not a fan of it. :) Hope you 
liked this one! 


Keeping Things Quiet 


The mansion was silent. Snugged in their lavished quilts on their 
comfortable beds, the guests were sound asleep after a particularly 
exciting day of family fun wrestling and a video-game tournament 
afterwards. And that's just how Mathias wanted it. 


Mathias needed the solitude and silence from his guests’ slumber in 
order to put his whole concentration on the task at hand. He was up 
in the dead of night in his study, sitting at his desk with a clipboard 
on one side and his computer in front of him. Lazily leaning back into 
his desk chair, Mathias stared at the computer screen as it lit up the 
bored and impatient expression on his face. Although he was excited 
that he was getting further along to his goal, he hated having to do 
so when it interfered with his own sleep patterns. Not that it mattered 
though; ever since he came up with his idea, he was unable to sleep 
for months from the glee he felt. He was actually quite surprised that 
he was able to think and act normally with the amount of sleep he 
has lost. But it was all going to be worth it. Mathias leaned forward in 
his chair when the video on the computer finally loaded and started 
to show what he was waiting for. 


In the video, Berwald was reluctantly stepping onto the mat to face 
Mathias in the first wrestling match. Mathias poised his pen on the 
clipboard where Berwald's name was written. Every half page was 
committed to a guest, and next to each guest's name (expect 
Peter's) was a number that ranked them based on the speed they 
ran, from fastest to slowest, with Emil taking the lead at number one. 
Mathias smiled at that note: Emil really did looked beautiful as he 
ran, like a pure-white snow cat among the forest foliage. In the video, 
Berwald had cut Mathias off when he immediately went for the 
tackle. Mathias scribbled on his clipboard hurriedly. 


-Attacks quickly while opponent is distracted. 


-Usually goes for lower body, especially hips. 


-Uses brute force. (Just like | taught him, Mathias thought with a 
nostalgic grin.) 


-Unknowingly leaves legs unprotected. 
-Is blind. 
-ls motivated by husband. 


When the match ended with Berwald as victor, Mathias moved down 
to the next section of his clipboard, which happened to belong to 
Emil. Emil was walking onto the mat and displaying all the signs of a 
moody teenager: crossed arms, irritated comments, eye rolls, 
general hatred of his own family. That is, until Mathias lunged at him. 
He took notes of all that he was seeing. 


-Has excellent reflexes and speed. 
-Uses quick moves and momentum from the legs. 


Mathias looked up at the screen just when Emil took his fighting 
stance. He recognized its style. 


-Fights in Tae Kwon Do style. (Probably got it from hanging with that 
Asian family for so many times, Mathias concluded.) 


Mathias grinned as he watched himself easily pin Emil down. 
-Has very light bodyweight. 


Up next to step- more like shoved- onto the mat and fight Mathias in 
the video was Tino. Even though he was a decent fighter, he was still 
very timid, shown by the way he was just circling Mathias, waiting to 
see what Mathias's first move. He then nimbly cartwheeled out of the 
way as Mathias charged at him. He then grabbed Mathias's arm and 
swung him back. They then went back to waiting each other out 
before Mathias got Tino into the chokehold that made him submit. 


-Very intimidated, yet nimble. 


-Waits for opponent's move to counteract. 
-Puts as much distance between him and opponent as possible. 
-May submit if put in enough danger. 


The next to step onto the mat was Lukas. Mathias smiled gently to 
himself seeing his kitten, but then frowned at the victory that was to 
come. That delicate little pansy shouldn't have been able to beat me, 
Mathias thought. He frowned even more when he watched Lukas 
take his fighting stance and pull all sorts of moves to fight Mathias. 
Mathias took notes of Lukas's varying moves. 


-Varies from kickboxing to martial arts. 
-Light on his feet; dodges quickly. 
-Uses bodyweight as well as speed. 
-Watches for opponent's moves, too. 


-Needs a serious attitude adjustment (I'll take care of that really 
soon, Mathias thought with a smirk.) 


When Peter came onto the mat, Mathias didn't even bother to study 
his part. He simply scrawled on his clipboard: 


-WEAK 
"Hey, that's not fair!" An indignant voice said behind Mathias. 


"The hell?!" Mathias jumped in his chair and swiveled it around to 
find Peter behind him, staring at the clipboard and pouting at the 
word he wrote under Peter's name. Mathias closed the video and 
ejected the silver computer chip that held the video from its port. 
"What the fuck are you doing here?!" Mathias hissed quietly to not 
wake the others. 


"| had to pee and when | left the bathroom, | saw you come in here, " 
Peter replied. "You were looking kinda weird, so | wanted to see 
what's going on." 


How the hell did | miss him?! Mathias wondered angrily, shoving the 
computer chip into his pocket. The /ittle bastard's been hangin' 
around Berry too much... 


"Hey, what's all this, anyway?" Peter reached for the clipboard, but 
Mathias picked it up and shoved it into his desk's drawer. "Geez! 
Rude!" 


"No, what's rude is a little brat sneaking into a private study without 
his uncle's permission when he's supposed to be in bed. You 
could've made some noise at the very least!" 


"But if | did, then you might've made me go to bed. And | wanted to 
watch that video of us wrestling, too!" Peter then paused. "... Why 
did you have a recording of us wrestling, anyway? And why were you 
taking notes?" 


Mathias stood from his seat and grabbed Peter's shoulder. "It's 
nothing, ‘kay? Now go to bed and speak to no one about this, 
y'hear?" He pushed Peter to the direction of the door. "Don't. Tell. 
Anyone." 


Peter shook his hand off. "I'm not going anywhere, you big buffoon! 
Why do | have to go? And what's the big deal? It was just a video." 


"You're right, it's no big deal; just Keep quiet about it, okay?" 


"Why should | if it's no big deal, especially since you won't let me in 
on it?!" 


Mathias breathed through his nostrils to calm himself. He was so 
close to yelling and waking up everyone else. "First, Peter, stop 
yelling. Second, you as the brat are supposed to respect your elders 
and obey them without question. Now shut up and get out!" 


Peter stared straight into Mathias's eyes, clenching his fists and 
puffing out his chest defiantly. He then sneered. "You know what? | 
don't care that you're my uncle or how big of a stupid secret this is! 
I'm going to tell everyone here and you can't do a damn thing!" He 
stuck out his tongue and turned to leave. 


Mathias snatched the back of Peter's sleep shirt and yanked it back. 
With a yelp, Peter fell backwards and landed hard on the study's 
floor. 


"Hey! What-!" 


Mathias slapped Peter's face and clamped his hand over Peter's 
mouth. He then lifted the boy up by the collar, keeping his hand over 
Peter's mouth, and leaned close to his face. "You know what your 
problem is, you stupid brat?" He hissed. "You're cute, So no one had 
the damn balls to tell you that you talk too much for your own good 
and you should shut your damn mouth." He stared deep into Peter's 
bulging eyes, and then he let his eyes roam over Peter's body, 
noticing the askew state of his pajamas that exposed his delicate, 
pale skin that was rapidly covering in goose bumps. Peter's face was 
flushed red, especially the red hand mark the slap left on his cheek. 


"Maybe... no one ever taught you properly... did they?" 


Mathias laid Peter down on his back again and knelt on top of him. 
He brought his mouth to Peter's ear. "| guess | can teach ya." He 
licked the shell of Peter's ear and fingered the drawstring of his 
pajama pants. Peter wriggled and kicked and pleaded behind 
Mathias's hand, but he was too heavy; he couldn't get him off and 
escape. He then lied still as tears began to form in his eyes. 


He squeezed his eyes shut. Mama! Papa! Please help me... ! 


*shudder* That... that was too disturbing. O_e 


Hunting 


Dudes, thank you all so VERY much for the reviews! You have no 
idea how foolish | looked to my family doing a random happy dance 
out of nowhere while squealing giddily at your awesome reviews! (I 
lost my cool status because of it. | was never cool according to my 
family, but still... ;-;) Anyways, let me stop rambling and just say 
gracias tenfold! And now, we see what has become of Peter... 


In the dark, empty expanse of the cellar, the sounds of shuffling 
fabric, grunting, and swearing echoed and bounced off the cold 
cement walls. The source of the noises, Mathias, was busying 
himself with hoisting a nylon-wrapped, shapeless bundle over his 
shoulder without loosening the straps tied around the bundle to keep 
the cover in place. For some odd reason, the pieces and parts he 
placed within the wrap were a lot heavier than when they were still 
together as a whole body, which made sneaking them up the stairs 
and past the detection of his guests- especially Tino- an 
unnecessary challenge. He needed to keep this out of their eyes 
because if they were to see what he had, there would be a lot of 
questioning, and he doesn't want them to know. At least, not yet. 


Once he miraculously reached the bottom step of the cellar, Mathias 
began the process of heaving his bundle upstairs, the heavy weight 
slowing his movements. Damn, how heavy can these pieces be? 
Mathias wondered in frustration. /s it because they're made of steel? 
He kicked the door open, wincing at the loud bang it made. He stood 
still and listened quietly. When he heard no footsteps or voices 
suggesting that someone woke up and wanted to investigate the 
sudden noise, he sighed in relief and continued on his way. Just as 
he was passing through the kitchen, the ties binding the straps 
around the bundle fell apart, and the content spilled out and tumbled 
across the kitchen tiles. 


"Son of a bitch!" Mathias hissed. He knelt down and quickly gathered 
the small parts, taking some time to wipe and pick off the coating of 
dried blood he missed. He then placed them in the nylon blanket, 
rewrapped them, and retied the straps. He balanced the bundle on 
his shoulder again and made his way to the door to go find a good 
hiding place. 


The harsh buzz of the alarm clock in the Oxenstierna bedroom rang 
loudly as its digital numbers read eight-thirty. Aroused from his 
dreams, Tino sleepily reached over his husband to shut the alarm 
off. He then settle back down in his sleeping spot, resting his head 
on Berwald's shoulder and tracing his finger along Berwald's jaw. He 
watched his sleeping husband with a smile, noticing with humor that 
he wore the "championship" belt he won from yesterday to bed. He 
flicked the little W on the belt's buckle, the rhinestones on it glittering 
in the morning light as it soun. When he was done playing with the 
belt, Tino sat up and stretched. 


Wow, | can't remember sleeping so well since we adopted Peter, he 
thought pleasantly. Then it hit him. 


Peter didn't come into their room last night, like he usually would. 


Is Peter okay? Tino wondered. He quietly slipped out of bed to not 
disturb his husband and crept to the bedroom door. He walked 
across the hall to Peter's guest room and opened the door. "Peter?" 
He called quietly. He poked his head into the opening. "Peter, are 
you okay?" He looked at the pirate bed, the small male form missing 
from it's disheveled sheets. "Maybe he's in the bathroom..." He 
gently closed the door and hurried to the bathroom. He knocked on 
the door. When no answer came, he opened the door to find that it 
was empty, too. He walked throughout the upper level, carefully 
opening doors so he wouldn't disturb the other sleeping Nordics 
(expect the one door that Mathias kept locked, which the older 
nations secretly guessed was his room of secret pornography stash). 
After closing the final door with no sight of Peter, he took a deep, 
calming breath. 


"Tino, it's okay," Tino said to himself. "P-Peter's fine..." He stood still 
for a moment, trying to calm his racing mind so it wouldn't fill with 
images of Peter hurt and bruised and alone and scared... 

Tino sprinted to his bedroom and burst through the door. He jumped 
on the bed on top of Berwald and shook Berwald violently. "Berwald! 
Berwald, wake up! BERWALD!" 

Berwald shot up at the sound of his husband's shrieking. Reaching 
for his glasses on the bedside table, he yawned, "Tino, what is 
wrong with you?!" 

"Berwald! Peter's missing!" 

"... What?" 

"Peter's. Missing." 

"... Tino, | doubt that-" 


"He is, Berwald! | checked all upstairs, in all of the bedrooms, 
bathrooms, even the closets! He's not in any of them!" 


"... Didya check any of the rooms in the lower levels?" 
"Well... no..." 


"Goodnight, then." Berwald placed his glasses onto the table again 
and slumped back down on the bed. 


"Berwald, no! This is serious!" Tino cried, slapping his husband on 
the shoulder. Berwald sighed and sat back up, slipping his glasses 
over his eyes. "We need to look for our son!" 

"Tino, what makes you think that he's in danger?" 


"He didn't come to wake us up last night like he usually does!" 


"... Good point, but maybe he's just maturing and doesn't need our 
constant care as much." 


"People don't just mature overnight, Berwald! And this is Peter we're 
talking about!" 


"He's not going to grow up the way you baby him," Berwald muttered 
under his breath. 


Tino narrowed his eyes. "... Excuse me?" 


"Nothing, let's go," Berwald said hurriedly. The two climbed off the 
bed and exited the bedroom, with Tino running in the lead. In his 
haste, he rammed himself into Emil, causing them both to fall to the 
ground. 


"Aw, dude!" Emil cried. "What the hell, Tino?" 


"Sorry, sorry, sorry," Tino chanted as he stood up and pulled Emil to 
his feet. "I'm sorry, I'm just in a rush and I'm really worried because 
Peter's gone and we can't find him anywhere and | think he's hurt 
and-" 


Berwald clapped a hand over Tino's mouth. "We're looking for Peter 
because he didn't come into our room last night," he summed up. 


"... Right," Emil drawled. "Er, Tino, | really think you should calm 
down. | don't really see how Peter could get into any sort of peril. | 
mean, we're in an isolated mansion in the middle of a forest so no 
one can really get us, and | don't think Peter would be stupid enough 
to go out into the forest by himself with the animals like bears and 
wolves out there." 


Tino brushed Berwald's hand off his mouth. "I can't be sure that he's 
okay until | see him, Emil!" He said with resolution. 


"Ugh, what's going on here?" Lukas asked in a tired voice as he 
opened the door. He was rubbing his eyes and yawning, just waking 


up. 
"Peter's missing and we're looking for him," Berwald said. 
"Seriously? He was here yesterday. Where the hell can he go?" 


"| don't know, but | think that if we don't find him soon, Tino might 
blow a gasket." 


"Not funny, Berwald!" Tino pouted. 


"... [won't be able to go back to sleep if Peter's not found, will 1?" 
Lukas sighed. Berwald silently shook his head. "Okay, fine, let's go 
look for the little twerp, then." 


"Oh, thank you, Lukas!" Tino cried, trapping Lukas into a grateful 
hug. 


Lukas roughly shoved him off. "So, where did you look, Tino?" Lukas 
inquired curtly, ready to get the search over with and go back to bed. 


"| looked all over the second level in all of the rooms he could be in, 
including the closets and bathrooms. He wasn't in any of them." 


"Did you check the lower levels?" 
een NOL 


Lukas rubbed the bridge of his nose and sighed heavily. "Okay, fine, 
we can start searching downstairs, then. C'mon." He led Tino and 
Berwald to the steps and stopped. "That means you, too, Emil," he 
added without looking back. Emil groaned and stomped after them. 


Downstairs, they began their search for Peter, calling his name and 
threatening to hurt him or give him candy and toys if he came out. 
They looked in the guest bathrooms, closets, dining room, the 
recreation room Mathias dedicated to video games, and the gym 
they were in the other day with no sign of the child. Just when they 
made their way to the kitchen to search there and in the cellar, 


Mathias came in through the backdoor, wearing camouflaged cargo 
pants and vest over a black tank top. From his boots up to his knees, 
he was covered with caked mud and blood. Everyone stopped to 
look at him. 


"What the heck is that?" Lukas said, breaking the silence. 


Mathias looked down at his attire. "Mud? From the heavy rain last 
night?" he replied hesitantly. 


Lukas rolled his eyes. "| meant why are you dressed up like a 
military soldier wannabe that already killed. Whatever. Mathias, have 
you seen Peter?" 


For a moment, the bright gleam in Mathias's eyes disappeared as 
his gaze imperceptibly clouded over, his mind reverting to a memory 
of what had transpired the night before. Just as quickly as his mind 
fazed back, his attention came back, none of the others noticing his 
mental lapse. "I can't say that | have, Norge," Mathias replied with a 
shrug. "| was up all night and didn't see him at all. Why?" 


"Because they lost their brat," Emil said, jerking his thumb at 
Berwald and Tino's direction. 


"Hey! We didn't jose Peter!" Tino spat. "We were just asleep and 
noticed that he didn't come to us in the middle of the night like he 
usually did. And he is not a brat!" 


"Keep calm and eat a salmiakki, Tino," Emil chuckled. 


Tino gaped at him. "Did you just use a fucking meme?! At a time like 
this?! Dammit, Emil, this is not a fucking joke-!" 


"EVERYONE SHUT THE HELL UP!" Lukas shouted through gritted 
teeth. His eyes were bulging and his clenched fists were shaking. 
"It's too damn early to give me a headache!" Everyone went silent. 
"Thank you. Now, are you going to help us find Peter?" 


"| guess | can," Mathias said with uncertainty. "But if you were 
heading down the cellar, | can tell you right now that he isn't in there; 
| was there earlier all by myself." 


"Then there's only one place to look," Berwald stated. "That is, if 
you're willing to let us look there, Mathias." 


Mathias tilted his head in confusion. "What are you talking about?" 
“Your porno room." 


"What do you mean my porno- oh! You mean my private study! No, 
he couldn't be in there because it's locked. Hey, wait a minute, what 
makes you guys think that | have porn in there?" 


"We just know." 


"Well, you don't know, because it's a legit study that | use for all sort 
of important stuff like paperwork and reading. And a guy like me can 
have his privacy without it being something perverted!" 


"Hey, did you know that one in twenty-two children who are left alone 
or missing die because of their parents' absence and lack of 
intervention?" Tino aksed, his sweet tone laced with sardonic 
impatience. 


"... Alright, fine, I'll take you guys up there, but I'm telling you that 
without my key, there's no way the little dude could get inside." 
Mathias led the other Nordics to the living room and up the stairs to 
his study. Fishing his key from his pocket, he unlocked the door and 
pushed it open. 


Inside the room, behind the desk, was Peter, curled up into a ball on 
the computer chair. He buried his face in his knees and had his arms 
wrapped around his legs, and judging from the soft, muffled sounds 
he was making, he was in a deep sleep. 


"Peter!" Tino cried. He shoved Mathias out of the way and nearly 
trampled on him to get into the room. 


Peter's head shot up and he gazed sleepily around him. When his 
eyes locked onto Tino, he jumped out of his seat and ran towards 
him. "Mama," he said pleadingly, opening his arms for a hug. Tino 
squeezed him tightly, hugging Peter's head close to his chest. 


"Darn it, Peter, where have you been?" Tino said as he stroke his 
son's hair. "| was worried sick." 


"Geez, Tino, he wasn't even gone for a full day," Mathias said. 
"You're taking this mothering thing a bit too seriously." 


"Mathias, don't test Tino," Berwald said in a warning tone. 
"But it's true-" 

"Mathias. Shush. Now. For your own good." 

"Whatever," Mathias scoffed with an eye roll. 


“Thank you, Berwald," Tino said. He then asked Peter, "Sweetheart, 
what were you doing?" 


"Yeah, what the heck were you doing, Peter?" Mathias interjected. 
He crossed his arms and looked down at Peter with a hard glare. Go 
on, Peter, tell your nice mommy what you did last night, he smirked 
inwardly. 


Peter stared back at Mathias, momentarily stunned into silence by 
the intensity hidden within the blue irises, as if he was a helpless 
bunny cornered by the Big Bad Wolf he read in his books, just before 
the kill. His mouth became dry, and all that came out was a small, 
"J... 1... | snuck in..." 


"You snuck in here? How?" 


"I-| picked the lock..." 


"Why would you do that, Peter?" Tino asked in his gentle scolding 
voice. "Did we not teach you to respect other's privacy and property? 
If your uncle didn't want any of us to be in here, then that's that. And 
what have | told you about picking locks? That's a burgular's trick, 
and I'm not raising you to be a burgular." 


Peter simply nodded in agreement. "Yes, Mama, | know... I'm 
sorry..." He suddenly felt very weak and tired; he just wanted to go 
back to sleep and rest his mind and not have to struggle with 
keeping the truth within him, that yes, he did sneak in knowing he 
shouldn't have, but didn't do anything wrong, at least he hope he 
didn't... Did he? "I just... | just wanted to Know what was the big 
deal, is all." His stomach twisted and his legs felt weak and numb, 
not from tiredness but from... that. 


Tino sighed and shook his head in disapproval. "Oh, Peter, what am 
| going to do with you, hm?" He took Peter's hand. "Come on, I'll 
make some breakfast." 


"A-actually, Mama, | don't feel well. | just want to go to bed." 


Tino and Berwald exchanged glances. "Oh, are you sure, sweetie? | 
was going to make some scrambled egg with chocolate chip waffles 
and a side of tuna jerky, your favorites." 


"It's okay. | just want to sleep." 


Berwald scooped Peter into his arms and carried him out, humming 
a lullaby into his ear as Peter rested his cheek on Berwald's 
shoulder. As they all filed out of the room, Mathias chimed, "Oh, 
yeah, guys, | got a surprise bro-bonding activity for ya!" He closed 
the door and locked it as a chorus of annoyed groans and "it's too 
early" was heard from the men. 


None of the others took notice of the sticky pink spot, the mixture of 
red innocent blood and white predatory semen, puddled in the 
middle of the study's carpet. 


Out in the forest that expanded from behind the mansion, Tino, 
Berwald, Emil, and Lukas stood among the trees, donning the same 
camouflage uniform that Mathias was wearing. After settling Peter 
into bed and having their breakfasts, Mathias shoved these clothes 
into their arms and ordered them to dress in them. He then led them 
outside to this spot, and ran off with a giddy grin, shouting "I'm 
coming back to get your surprise, don't leave!" over his shoulder. 
He's been gone for almost a half hour, and now that everything was 
settled and everyone had their breakfast, they were all getting sleepy 
again. 


"Ugh... Tired," Emil moaned, resisting the urge to lay his head on 
Lukas's shoulder and fall asleep as so. 


"| know, Emil, | know," Lukas replied empathetically, using half of his 
low energy to stay awake and the other half to hope that Emil would 
rest his head on Lukas's shoulder like he used to as a toddler. He 
then wondered aloud, "Where is Mathias, already? My legs are 
falling asleep." 


"| swear, if he snuck back to his room to get some sleep while 
leaving us out here, I'm going to-" Berwald interrupted himself with a 
yawn. 


"No worries, dude, I'm back!" Mathias's voice boomed from the mass 
of trees, "and | got the most kickass surprise for you all!" He 
materialized and looked muddier than ever, dragging a huge forest 
green nylon pack by the straps wrapped around it. This was covered 
in mud and dead vegetation, as if covered by the coating for 
concealment. He swung it so it sat in front of his feet. 


"What is that?" Lukas pointed at the pack. 


"The best component to the best bonding ever, that's what it is!" 
Mathias cheered. He knelt down and undone the straps' ties, and he 
unwrapped the items inside it, smiling proudly to himself as the 
others gasped in amazement. 


"M-M-Mathias,” Tino stammered in awe, "a-are those-?" 


"Yeah, they are! Official T20 semi-automatic rifles!" Mathias took 
pieces of the weapon and put them together, creating a long, bulky, 
steel rifle. He turned it in his hands, admiring the sleek body that was 
cold in the palms of his hands. "Aren't they just beautiful? Almost 
puts tears to my eyes." 


"Indeed, they are!" Tino squealed. He knelt and eagerly reached for 
the bundle of rifle parts, but large hands grabbed his wrists. "Hey!" 
He shot a glare at Berwald, whom stood behind him and shook his 
head disapprovingly. "What are you doing?" 


"Tryin' to keep all of us safe." 

"Oh, ha ha, Berwald very funny: let's stop the trigger-happy psycho 
from getting guns before he shoots everyone dead. Knock it off, 
Berwald, okay?" He tried to yank his wrists free. "Berwald, let go. 
Seriously." 


"Sorry, love, but | don't feel like dying, today," Berwald said as he 
tightened his grip on Tino's wrist. 


"Berwald... I'm serious..." 

"SO am |." He began to pull Tino away from the rifle parts. 

“Let go!" 

"No..." 

"Agh! You're hurting my wrists!" 

While the husbands broke out into a yelling fight (with Tino doing all 
of the yelling and Berwald calmly ignored the protests), Lukas pulled 
out a rectangular barrel and examined it. The ruby-encrusted 


phoenix on the side gleamed bright red in the light. "These are real," 
Lukas observed. "What are we going to do with military rifles?" 


"Uh, duh, we're going to hunt," Mathias said as he looked through 
the cross-hairs and aimed at Lukas. He then yanked the barrel up, 
making a "bang" sound to imitate a gun shot. 


Lukas rolled his eyes at the act. "So, we're going to kill deer and stuff 
with these?" 


"Yep. These babies right here have a high capacity load so reloading 
won't be a hassle and the crosshairs magnify up to two hundred 
times! You can make an accurate shot at the prey's eyeball! How 
cool is that?!" 


"It's pretty neat," Lukas said absentmindedly, still examining the 
barrel, "but why didn't you get the simple hunting rifles? Or sniper 
rifles if you really wanted extravagance. | mean, this stuff looks 
seriously expensive." He brought the barrel closer to his eye and 
scraped his finger on a dried spot. "And is this blood?" 


"Vash gave these to me when he heard that | was moving," Mathias 
replied. "These were his 'home-warming' gifts; he even got his little 
sister to put the awesome ruby phoenixes on each of them! And 
yeah, it's blood; | was testing them out to see if they're as effective 
as they look on a big, burly bear that was chasing me and let me tell 
ya, Vash did not disappoint! | mean, the bullets' penetrations were so 
fierce that blood and guts were splattering everywhere! Man, it was 
cool!" 


"... You were chased by a bear?" 


"Yeah, wouldn't you believe it? | guess | was just too close to his den 
or something when | was hiding these outside and he got pissed. 
Heh, too bad he was all roar and no bite when he faced this." He pat 
the rifle affectionately. "Hey, dude, put your rifle together and let's get 
going! Emil, you- Emil?" 


Amidst the gun appreciation between Lukas and Mathias, and the 
marital sparring still going on between Berwald and Tino, Emil 
walked off to an area away from the group and retreated to his 


musical world, eyes closed and head bobbing to the song that was 
blasting in his ear drum. Irritated by the inattentive teen, Mathias 
picked up a pebble and shot it at Emil. The pebble hit Emil's 
forehead and actually knocked his head back. Emil yanked his ear 
buds out and glared at Mathias. 


"Glad you're back from the dead, Ice!" Mathias shouted before Emil 
could start ranting. "Come here, you need to put together your rifle." 


"For what? And why should |?" Emil rubbed his forehead where the 
pebble hit him. He winced at the painful sensation forming there. 


"We're going to hunt some animals, dude, for some quality time 
together. Now get your ass over here and get your rifle!" 


Grumbling obscenities and complaints to himself, Emil stomped over 
to the two men and knelt down next to them. He put the parts of his 
rifle together and stood up, holding the weapon in his hands as if 
ready for the next command. After Lukas assembled his own rifle 
and helped Mathias calm Tino and Berwald long enough to have 
them do the same, the group huddled together to listen to Mathias's 
instructions. 


"Okay, guys, so here's what we're going to do. We'll break off into the 
trees and search for animals by ourselves for three hours. Then we'll 
come back for a break, maybe even a shower if you're too girly to 
handle a little dirt"-he took a quick glance at Lukas-"and then come 
back in at six, when the animals decide to call it a night. Whoever 
brings in the best catch gets to decide tonight's dinner! And, break!" 


The Nordics split off and went in different directions into the trees, 
Berwald keeping sure to stay as close to Tino's position as possible 
without being seen by him, and they all went out to hunt. 


Everyone except Emil, that is. Emil took advantage of the newfound 
solitude to return to his music. He reinserted his ear buds, turned the 
volume up as high as possible, and began strolling slowly through 
the trees. He hummed the song he was listening to, occasionally 


muttering the lyrics to himself as he kicked at the grass and pebbles 
below his feet. 


After walking out in the distance for an hour, Mathias finally found a 
good, grassy area to hide in from his prey. The prey he had been 
following was a good few yards away from his position, and he was 
able to spot him easily among the shadows of the trees. His prey 
was blissfully unaware of his presence, and Mathias was so giddy 
that the urge to just end his life with a quick shot to the head was 
growing stronger. But he control that urge; it wasn't time yet. He 
slowly lowered himself into the thick grass, propped himself up on 
his elbows, nestled the rifle's butt against his shoulders, and looked 
into the crosshair. The prey's slender legs came into view, and 
Mathias smirked, pulling the trigger. 


Still peacefully strolling through the forest, Emil looked around at the 
treetops and appreciated the fresh, green leaves hanging from them. 
He smiled at the birds nesting in the branches, the mother 
regurgitating food into her chicks’ chirping beaks. That's so nice... 
Then, he felt a couple of sharp pinches around his ankles in the front 
and back. Whoa, what was...? He looked down at his leg and 
noticed that his boot was quickly soaking in the front and back, his 
blood pouring from holes in his boots. 


Far away into the trees, Lukas was having a quick conversation with 
some new Danish fairies he met along his walk when he heard two 
gunshots ring out in the air. Huh, |! wonder who made a kill? He 
thought. A few moments later, an inhuman "Aggggggggggh!" 
boomed out. Oh, my goodness, was that-? Lukas immediately 
sprang into action, sprinting and zigzagging through the trees and 
following the sound of Emil's cries. Ten minutes later, Lukas found 
Mathias and Emil. Mathias was kneeling next to Emil and hovering 
his hands over Emil as if he was confused as to what to do to help, 
and Emil was curled up on the grass, clutching his ankle tightly. 
Blood was seeping through his fingers. 


"Oh, my goodness, what the hell happened?!" Lukas shouted as he 
dropped next to his brother. He began to rip off a piece of his tank 


top to tie it tightly around Emil's ankle. 

"l-I-1 don't know!" Mathias shrieked. "I-I think | shot him." 
"You what?! " 

"I'm sorry! | thought that Emil was a deer and-" 

"How the fuck can you mistake a teenager for a deer?!" 


"It was hard to see clearly from where | was and Emil's wearing 
brown boots and his legs were long and | didn't see his upper body-" 


"Mathias, just shut up!" Lukas snarled. "Come on, carry him to the 
house so we can get him to the hospital!" 


"R-right!" Mathias stood up and picked Emil up into his arms. He and 
Lukas began running in the direction towards the mansion, Lukas 
panting calming words to Emil. The three met up with Berwald and 
Tino along the way as they too ran to investigate the sudden scream. 
Upon seeing Emil's state, they made some closely accurate guesses 
as to what happened and ran beside them. 


"Oh, my God, it hurts! It hurts!" Emil sobbed. Tears heavily soaked 
his cheeks. 


"You're going to fine soon. It'll be okay, lillebror," Lukas assured him, 
brushing away the tears. But he didn't feel so sure about that when 
he saw his brother slowly lose consciousness. 


Bon Appetit 


"Dude, I'm sorry! I'm really, seriously sorry!" Mathias apologized 
almost pleadingly. 


"It's fine, Mathias," Emil sighed. "It was just an accident, calm down." 
"I'm still sorry, bro! Honest!" 


After being rushed to the hospital in Mathias's van and having his 
gun wound treated with shallow stitches, Emil was sent home with a 
prescription for painkillers and a recommendation to stay off his feet 
for a while to not stress the ankle anymore than needed. Mathias 
was carrying Emil on his back up the stairs to his mansion, spilling 
puppy-like remorse from his lips to Emil for shooting him and to 
Lukas for hurting his little brother. 


Whereas Emil constantly dismissed Mathias's apologies, reassuring 
Mathias that he was fine and didn't need the constant apologies, 
Lukas deliberately ignored him to refrain from saying something 
that'll sting the Dane and hurt him worse than he already feels. He 
knew that the gun wound was an accident, and that he should let go 
of his grudge against Mathias just as Emil had as soon as he woke 
up on the hospital bed from his unconscious state, but he couldn't let 
go of the fact that his little was shot, by his boyfriend who prides 
himself on his "excellent shooting skills," no less. It was so 
unbelievable how Mathias could just shoot a kid like that, accident or 
no accident. And what if the gun wound was deeper? What if the 
bullet grazed more than just a couple layers of flesh and sinew, 
causing heavier blood loss? What if he aimed higher, at Emil's head? 


Lukas groaned and rubbed the bridge of his nose. Don't think about 
that. It didn't happen, so you don't need to worry about it. 


"|-I'm sorry, Lukas, really," Mathias said quietly. Lukas simply scoffed 
and pushed the mansion's doors open for them all. 


"Lukas, c'mon, don't be so mad," Emil said. "It was just an accident. 
Chill." 


"How about you try to be this forgiving when you're not hopped up on 
mind-calming painkillers," Lukas retorted. "Until then, quiet." 


"But Lukas, it was just an accident, and if Emil can forgive him, 
shouldn't you do so as well, seeing as how he was the one who was 
injured and can let it go?" Tino pointed out. 


"Tino, don't you have dinner to make or something?" 


"Oh, let me do it!" Everyone turned their eyes to Mathias, disbelief 
clear in their stares. "What?" 


"You? Cook?" Berwald spoke up in the silence. 


"Well, yeah. I'll, uh, make Ice's favorite dish and dessert, to, y'know, 
make it up to him..." 


"So let me get this straight," Lukas said. "For shooting my brother, 
you're going to make it up to him by poisoning him and his entire 
family?" 


"Aw, c'mon! I'm not a terrible cook! | can make a mean pasta meal if | 
wanted!" 


"Pfft, yeah, mean to the stomach," Emil snorted. Mathias shrugged 
roughly to hit his shoulder under Emil's chin. "Ouch! Man, | was 
kidding!" 


"Just because you're hurt doesn't mean that you can get a free pass 
to hurt my feelings." 


"So you shot my brother, plan on poisoning him with food, and now 
you're going to injure his cute little chin?" Lukas glared at Mathias. 
"You sure do seem to regret hurting my lillebror." 


"Lukas, ew. My chin isn't 'cute’." 


"Well, if anyone else besides Lukas doesn't mind," Tino said, "I 
wouldn't mind if Mathias makes tonight's dinner. Berwald and | have 
to check on Peter; he's been out all day and it's really strange. | hope 
he's not sick; | wouldn't want him to miss dinner." 


"You don't want him to get sick, yet you're going to make him eat 
Mathias's food?" Berwald asked him. 


"Hey! Stop it!" 


"Berwald, bad food or not, it's not healthy for a growing boy to miss a 
meal,” Tino stated. "Now, Lukas, would you mind if Mathias cooked 
for tonight? It seems like a nice enough gesture, and you should let 
him do it if nothing else will change your mood." 


Lukas looked at everyone, especially at Mathias, whom was smiling 
apologetically at him, silently begging for a second chance. "Ugh, 
fine," Lukas groaned. "But make sure you don't give us food 
poisoning." He looked Mathias up and down. "And make sure you 
shower and change clothes first; | don't like the thought of a person 
covered in blood and mud cooking my meals." 


Mathias grinned excitedly. "Aye, aye, captain!" He hurriedly put Emil 
on the couch and rushed upstairs to the bathroom. 


"... Isn't he going to ask me what | wanted for dinner tonight?" Emil 
wondered aloud. 


"PEOPLE! SOUP'S ON!" Mathias barked from the kitchen doorway. 
He haphazardly plates of food on his arms, miraculously getting 
them to the table. The others walked precariously to the dining room 
table, Emil limping slightly after refusing anymore help from any of 
the Nordics. Mathias frowned deeply at the hesitance. "Guys, 
seriously? C'mon, the food's fine." 


"Are you sure, Mathias?" Tino asked quietly. "| mean, not to insult 
you, but we have gotten sick a couple of times before from eating 


your food." 


"| don't believe this!" Mathias threw his hands up angrily. "I can't 
believe that you are going to ask me to cook dinner for you and then 
just change your damn mind! What kind of cowardly shit is that?! 
Why didn't you just make this yourself if you were so damn unsure?!" 


"Mathias, no one changed his mind, okay?" Tino said in the same 
voice he'd use to calm an angry child. "| appreciate you cooking in 
my place, but still, can you forgive us for being a little cautious after 
the first few attempts?" 


"Plus, you offered to cook for me," Emil added, raising his hand 
tentatively. "And you still didn't ask what | wanted." 


"Ugh, fine, I'll just throw this shit away, then!" Mathias yelled, half- 
ignoring Emil. He picked up a plate, but Lukas took his arm. "Hey, let 
go!" 


"Mathias, calm your ass down, already," Lukas said. "We'll eat it, 
okay? Geez." He took the plate from Dane's hand and replaced it on 
the table. He sat down in front of it and looked at the others, silently 
prompting them to follow his actions. After everyone took a seat, with 
Emil silently muttering "this sti// isn't what | wanted for dinner, but 
whatever," Lukas looked at the surrounding plates. "... There're only 
five," he observed. 


"Oh, I'm not eating," Mathias stated. 

Everyone stared at him and started to get up from their seats. 

"Oh, hey! It's not even like that!" Mathias said, frantically waving his 
arms. "I just want to skip dinner because | don't eat food after visiting 
the hospital; hospitals make my stomach queasy." 

"Oh, really?" Lukas said. "So, you don't want to eat dinner not 


because you know that your food is a health hazard, but because 
your stomach's queasy?" 


"Yeah." 
"So the food's perfectly edible and safe?" 
"Uh, duh, I've been saying that for the longest." 


"| see." Lukas picked up his fork and held it out to Mathias. "Then eat 
some." 


Mathias's eyes widened. "W-what?" 


"Eat some," Lukas repeated. "Go on, take a bite or two if it's not so 
bad." 


"Lukas, did | not just say that my stomach's not up for-?" 


"Don't be such a baby, Mathias, a bite or two isn't going to ruin your 
entire digestive tract." 


"Ugh! Fine!" Mathias snatched the fork out of Lukas's hand and 
pierced it into a couple of pasta shells. He shoved them into his 
mouth and chewed them slowly before swallowing. "There! You see!" 


"Huh, | guess it's okay, then," Lukas said. "We're okay here, people." 


Mathias threw his hands up for a second time. "Finally! Thank you!" 
He held the fork out to Lukas. When Lukas only looked at it witha 
slight grimace, Mathias pouted. "What's wrong, now?" 


"You used that fork," Lukas said. 
"So?" 


"I'm not going to use the same fork that you used and ingest your 
Saliva!" 


Mathias rolled his eyes and snorted. "Norge, seriously? You're afraid 
of a little spit? Seriously?" He leaned in close to Lukas's face and 
smiled wickedly, saying in a husky tone, "Must | remind you that | 


had put nastier, and may | say bigger, stuff in your mouth than some 
of my spit?" 


"It isn't that much bigger than a drop of saliva," Lukas retorted as he 
snatched the fork back. 


"What are they talking about?" Peter whispered to Tino. 

"Nothing, son," Tino replied, covering Peter's ears. 

"Hey, if | have to be mentally scarred at a young age by Mathias, 
then so should he," Emil declared as he picked up his own fork. He 
picked up a meatball and bit into it. After a few moments of chewing 
it and scooting it around his tongue, his face lit up. "Wow, this is 
really good!" he exclaimed as ate some of the pasta. 

"Well, | guess there's a plus side to this dinner," Lukas said as he 
wiped away the bit of sauce and pasta on Emil's smiling lips, “it 
brought back the messy little eater | haven't seen in a long time." He 
chuckled when Emil glared at him. "So cute." 


"Knock it off, Lukas! Stop being weird!" Emil snapped as he took the 
napkin out of Lukas's hand and wiped at his mouth. 


"That's my napkin.” 

"And that's my fuck | didn't give." 

Lukas turned back to his plate, feigning hurt. "... | liked it better when 
you were high on drugs." He stabbed his fork into a meatball and 
placed it in his mouth. "Hm... not bad." 

"Oh! So, you were wrong, Norge? | make an excellent cook?" 

"... Don't push it, Dane." 


"Fine, fine, | won't; | have to go finish the ice cream, anyway." 


"Ice cream?" Tino asked. "You have ice cream?" 


"Yeah, | had made some while making dinner." 

"Oh, you made chocolate chip mint?" Emil asked excitedly. 
"Yep!" 

"Um, Mathias, Peter doesn't like chocolate chip mint," Tino said. 


"Oh, really? That's too bad; | didn't make any other flavor on the 
account of | didn't make it to please him." 


"Geez, Mathias, you don't have to be a dick," Berwald grumbled. 


"And why not? The way you spoil his ass, he'll be a bigger dick than | 
am." 


"G-guys, it's okay," Peter spoke softly. He looked down at his plate, 
too afraid to meet Mathias's eyes. "I-| don't mind chocolate chip mint 
all that much; and besides, Uncle Mathias is right: it's Emil's dinner, 
so we have to eat what he likes." Everyone looked at Peter, shocked 
by how... considerate he sounded. Expect Mathias, who was 
smirking condescendingly at the boy. 


"W-well, Peter, that's... nice of you," Tino said as he patted Peter's 
head. "So sweet!" 


"About freaking time, too," Mathias interjected. He then smiled 
jovially and clapped. "Okay, so you guys finish this up while | go 
finish up that ice cream for you guys!" 


He returned to the kitchen and walked up to the sorbetiere on the 
counter, listening to the soft sounds of chatter from the dining room. 
He lifted the lid from the pail part of the sorbetiére and looked inside 
at the green mass dotted with brown. "Just one more ingredient," he 
whispered to himself as he pulled out a small, clear jar. He 
unscrewed the lid and sprinkled the contents into the ice cream, 
emptying half the jar before putting the top back on and placing the 
jar in the drawer. He put the lid back on the sorbetiére and slowly 


turned the crank, blending in the jar's content with the frozen 
dessert. When the sounds of utensils scraping against empty plates 
and sighs of content came from the dining room, Mathias took an ice 
cream scoop, bowls and spoons from the cupboard and carried 
those and the ice cream to the room. 


"Mathias, that was simply delicious!" Tino said when Mathias 
appeared stacking his, Peter's, and Berwald's plates together. 
"Where did you learn to cook?" 


"Veneziano, duh," Emil said. 


"Actually, that's a recipe | had developed myself for a while," Mathias 
stated as he placed the sorbetiére on the table and passed out 
bowls. "My citizens actually eat more pasta than Italians." 


"Really? Wow, | would've thought that the Danish cuisine was just 
beer," Emil snickered. 


Mathias waved the joke off. "Okay, so who wants some of this bad 
boy right here?" 


"Pass it on here, dude!" Emil held his bowl out. 
"Aw, how cute," Lukas cooed "Wittle Emil wants his ice cweam." 


"Oh, my goodness, why don't you ever shut up?!" Nevertheless, he 
eagerly dug into the ice cream. 


"Whatever," Lukas chuckled. He looked down at his bowl of ice 
cream. "Hey, what's all of this?" He picked up his spoon and prodded 
the ice cream. Among the dots of chocolate chips were something 
smaller, almost microscopic; it looked like the black beans of the 
vanilla bean ice cream, but it glittered red like crystal. Everyone 
stopped eating their ice cream to look in their bowls. 


"Oh, those are some weird-ass flavor enhancing sprinkles Kiku 
offered me," Mathias said with a scowl. "He said that they're perfectly 


healthy and can be used for almost any dessert to make it sweeter, 
and since | made ice cream, | decided to use them today." 


"But they're sparkling." 


"| know, weird, right? Kiku didn't say why they do that, but I'm 
guessing that it's just to pretty up the dessert or something. And he 
complains about Alfred's food. Well, it's all fine, so dig in." 


Lukas hesitantly took a small scoop of ice cream and tasted it. When 
he found that the ice cream tasted fine and even better than the 
professionally-made one he had at ice cream shops, he began 
eating more of it. Soon, everyone finished their serving of ice cream- 
and even eating seconds- and sat back in their seats with full 
stomachs. 


"Best. Ice cream. Ever," Emil stated as he played with the spoon. 
"Oh, well, tak sa meget," Mathias said with a bow. 


"Really, Mathias, | didn't know you had the talent to cook in you," 
Lukas said. 


"Does my talent give me some extra midnight goodies in the sack?" 
Mathias whispered in Lukas's ear. 


Lukas playfully shoved his face away. "Don't forget, moron, you 
made this dinner because you shot Emil-" he covered his mouth 
when he felt a gas bubble come up from his stomach. "Oh, excuse 
me," he coughed. He then frowned deeply. "Wh-what the-?" 


Something was wrong with his stomach. It felt as if he was going to 
vomit, but instead of upchucking bile, his stomach was expanding 
and constricting, pumping itself. There was a tingling sensation that 
travelled from the organ to his veins, and his entire body began to 
itch insanely. His ears filled with annoying beeping noises, and his 
head was so dizzy that his vision blurred. He looked around at the 
table, and the others' sickly facial expressions told him he wasn't the 


only one who felt what he was feeling. He didn't even know that he 
was swooning in his seat until Mathias placed a hand on his 
shoulder and steadied him. 


"Norge? Hey, Norge, are you okay?" Mathias's voice asked through 
the tiny beeping noises flooding Lukas's ear. 


"W-what-?" was all Lukas could manage to Say. 


Mathias smiled down at Lukas. "| guess you guys had too much to 
eat," he chuckled. He picked Lukas up bridal style and carried him 
out of them dining room. 


As the couple left, Lukas was able to see that the others passed out, 
either face flat on the table or heads hanging on the back of their 
chairs. Mathias carried Lukas upstairs to Lukas's bedroom, placed 
the moaning nation gently on his bed, and pulled his boots off. He 
then pulled the quilt up to Lukas's shoulders. The last image Lukas 
had before blacking out was Mathias smiling down gently at him 
again. 


Mathias took a few moments to watch Lukas sleep peacefully, 
saddened by the effects the "sprinkles" were having on his lover, but 
was glad that it'll pass when he wakes. Mathias tilted Lukas's chin up 
and placed a kiss on his lips. "Rest well, my kitten," Mathias 
breathed when he ended the kiss. 


Fencing the Dogs In 


A thousand apologies for the wait, you guys! *bows apologetically a 
thousand times* | suck when it comes to updating stories at a steady 
pace, and even suckier at writing at without getting distracted so 
easily. Why do you guys stick with such a sucky updater like me? 
And do you guys honestly know how much | love you for doing so? 
Because | do. ;u; 


Mathias smiled down remorsefully at his lover as Lukas's eyes 
fluttered shut. "I'm sorry for making you sick like this, babe," he 
whispered softly and he gently stroke Lukas's bang from his 
forehead, "but it's just a side affect; it'll pass over as soon as you 
wake up, okay?" 


He looked at the alarm clock on the bedside, which had turned five 
minutes pass seven. There was still sunlight outside, but judging by 
the light pink tint to the rays, the sun will be setting soon, and it'll 
become too dark to do his work outside. Bending down to give 
Lukas's forehead a kiss, Mathias said in a hushed voice, "| hate 
leaving you when you're this cute, Norge, but | gotta go take care of 
some business, okay, love?" He gave Lukas's hand a squeeze 
before walking towards the door, giving the peacefully unconscious 
nation a glance over his shoulder and leaving the room. He jogged 
down the stairs and through the living room to the dining room. He 
stopped at the doorway to look at the group of nations passed out 
around the dining table. 


Chuckling in amusement, Mathias went to the table and, one by one, 
began carrying the nations upstairs. He pulled Berwald's arm around 
his shoulder, wrapped his arm around Berwald's waist, and stood 
him up from the chair. He then towed Berwald up to his bedroom, 
nudged the door open with his hip, and sat Berwald on the edge of 
his bed. With his shoulders slouched forward, Berwald was able to 
sit up and not fall over, his head bent down and arms hanging 


loosely in between his thighs; if it wasn't for the lax state his limbs 
were in, it would look like Berwald was contemplating something 
depressing. Mathias shuddered at the sight; it was disturbing to him 
how Berwald can sit up like that yet in his unconscious condition. He 
gave Berwald's shoulder a push and watched as Berwald fell 
backwards into the mattress. 


Much better, Mathias thought as he walked back downstairs to the 
dining room. He stepped up to Tino, slowly pulled the chair out so 
Tino's body wouldn't fall over, and slid his arm under Tino's knees 
and behind his back to lift him bridal style. He carried him upstairs to 
the room Tino shared with Berwald and stepped up to the bed. He 
laid Tino on the bed next to Berwald, folding him into a curling ball so 
that his legs wouldn't hang over the edge and cause future 
discomfort. He then went to their closet, too out their spare quilt, and 
unfurled it over the couple and tucking it in. 


Mathias returned to the dining room and stood behind Emil, sliding 
Emil's chair out from under the table. He slid his hands under Emil's 
shoulders, pick him up to his feet, and with great precision and 
speed, slung Emil backwards on his shoulder so that Emil's back 
curved over Mathias's shoulder, making the teen's front arch upward. 
Mathias carried him to his bedroom, pulled the blanket on the bed 
back, and flung Emil face forward onto the bed, his face buried into 
the pillow. Mathias then slid the blanket on top of Emil's body and 
turned his head to its side so that the boy's face wouldn't be 
smothered by the pillow. Mathias smiled at the teen; even though 
Emil said those years ago that he and Lukas didn't look the same, 
the family similarities could be seen when they were asleep: pouty 
lips that curled upwards in a good dream, eyebrows that knit 
together just slightly as if they were really concentrating on the 
events happening in their sleep world, and pink that tinted their 
cheeks, a rosy blush against their otherwise pallid faces. 


Mathias made his last stop in the dining room to pick up the 
micronation that was still sitting at the table. Just as he had with 
Tino, Mathias pulled Peter's chair out, picked the child up, and 


cradled him as he took him upstairs to the pirate-themed bedroom. 
He dropped Peter onto the boat-like bed and removed the hat from 
his head. Mathias made a move to retrieve the extra blanket from 
that bedroom's closet, but something caught his eye. 


Just as with the pajamas, Peter's shirt was ruffled, exposing the 
creamy skin of his stomach. It made Mathias's own skin crawl and 
his spine tingle. Mathias licked his lips; his mouth somehow went dry 
and made drool at the same time. Mathias stood there, his eyes 
glued to that one area of flesh, his mind racing with bits and images 
of that night he had with the boy. Letting his urge take the best of 
him, Mathias bent over and placed his mouth on the skin, sucking in 
the flesh and letting the tip of his tongue prod at it. So delicious, he 
thought. 


As he began to nip the stomach with his teeth and slide his fingers 
beneath the hem of Peter's shorts, Peter stirred and moaned in his 
sleep. The unexpected movement caused Mathias to instinctively 
reel his head back and snatch his hand away, as if already caught in 
the middle of the act. He stared at Peter, watching to see if he was 
actually awake. When Peter did no such thing, Mathias stood up 
straight and slapped himself in the face, effectively cooling the heat 
firing in front of his pelvis. 


Damn it, Mathias, control yourself! Mathias mentally scolded himself. 
You have a job to do! This is not the time to get freaking horny! He 
glanced at the unconscious boy, the spot were he was toying the 
flesh with his teeth already bruised a light red.... Work now, reward 
later. Almost reluctantly, Mathias moved away from the bed to get the 
blanket and placed it on the small body. He then left the room and 
slowly closed the door, a part of him still reluctant to leave the 
micronation's body untouched. 


With everyone settled comfortably in their beds, Mathias took 
advantage of another solitary night by setting off with his next move. 
Happily strolling to his study, Mathias went over the next act in his 
head. He went behind his desk, rolled the computer chair away, and 
peeked underneath the desk. Within the dark corner was a small 


duffel bag standing on its end, pushed away to hide from curious 
eyes. He reached for the straps, pulled it out, and slid it on his 
shoulder. He left the study, locked the door with his key, and speed 
walked through the hallway, down the stairs, and through the kitchen 
to leave the house through the back door. 


Once exited from the mansion, Mathias walked to a corner of the 
mansion's foundation and squatted next to it. He pulled the duffel 
bag off his shoulder and settled it onto the grass, unzipping the bag 
and sifting through the content. He pulled out a measuring tape, a 
trovel, an instructions booklet, and a strange-looking black object. It 
was like a scepter with a switch on top, four infrared readers in the 
corners of bulky upper piece, and sharp, pointed tip at the bottom. 
Mathias opened the booklet pass the Japanese instructions and 
skimmed over the unimportant details, reading straight into the 
directions. 


"'Measure from the foundation of the house at twenty five 
centimeters’, " Mathias read aloud, " 'and mark area. Dig a hole at 
area fifteen centimeters deep. Firmly work the readers into the hole, 
refill hole with soil, and pat firmly to keep the readers in place.' Hm, 
seems simple enough." He then read more of the instructions, and a 
frown crested his face. "... Until you get to the technological stuff." 
He began to work, following the instructions and measuring the 
specified length. After measuring the length, he took his small trovel, 
pierced it into the grass and soil, dug for a few minutes, and paused 
to measure how far he dug. He then dug the hole some more until he 
reached the desired level. He picked up the scepter-like tool, 
stabbed in into the hole, and pushed the unearthed soil into the hole 
with it. He pat the soil around the object until it felt packed tightly, 
and pressed on the switch. With the final, most vital piece not 
installed yet, the tool wasn't functioning yet. 


Mathias walked to the next corner behind the mansion and repeated 
the installation process there with the second, identical piece. When 
that was finished, Mathias turned the corner and went to the front of 
the house, pressing his foot firmly into the ground as the flat land 


began to slope downward as a hill. He carefully crouched down to 
the corner and held the duffel bag close to his body this time, fearing 
that setting it down would make it roll down the hill and into the pond 
below. He worked more slowly with the bag straps in his hands, and 
he carefully stood and scaled the mansion's side after finishing 
placing the tool in that area. He sidestepped closely along the 
mansion's walls, moving to the front of the building and the other 
side to get to the last corner of the mansion. He carefully crouched in 
that corner, did the measurements, dug the needed hole, and 
planted the last tool into the ground. 


He sidestepped to the front doors and stepped inside the mansion 
just as the last bit of sunlight gave way to the dark, starry night sky. 
Closing the door and leaning against it, Mathias sighed loudly and 
looked into his bag. Inside the bag with the booklet and dirty trovel 
was a flat, rectangular, silver case with an electrical cord running out 
from a corner, an antennae from the other corner, and three color- 
coded wire inputs on the opposite side. Mathias took the silver case 
out of the bag and lifted the waterproof lid. Inside were a number 
keypad, a screen, and a dial with a little red arrow that pointed to 
labels that read from 10x to 100x. 


Mathias turned the dial to the maximum label beforehand and closed 
the lid. /'I/ install this last thing tomorrow morning or something, 
Mathias said as he yawned. He walked upstairs to his room to make 
up for the months of sleep deprivation, shoving the duffel bag and 
the silver-encased activator within it under his bed for the next day. 


| Touch You 


In the dimly-lit lower levels of the mansion, Emil hobbled through the 
wine cellar to the door connecting the cellar to the laundry room, 
cradling a basket of dirty laundry between his arm and his hip. Once 
he passed through the door, he hobbled to the joining washing 
machine and dryers and dropped the basket at his feet. He turned 
around and leaned back against the washer, taking out his cell 
phone from his pocket. He tapped on the screen with his thumb to 
get to his Twitter application and pressed it. He waited for it to load, 
and when it loaded, he logged on to his account and tapped on the 
textbox to create a post. 


‘Ugh! So sick of having these damn stitches! Wish they'd fully heal, 
already! Sick of Lukas making a damn fuss over me, man!’ 


Emil confirmed the post and logged off his account, setting his phone 
on the dryer and going to work on the laundry. He stood on his toes 
to reach the large container of detergent sitting on the shelf above 
the machines, ignoring the burning tingle prickling around his ankle 
and pulling the container down. He uncapped the detergent and 
used the cap to measure the needed amount for his load when a 
buzzing rattle sounded from beside him. He set down the detergent 
and cap with a knowing smile. He picked up the vibrating phone 
without looking at the caller ID and pressed the green "Send" button 
to answer it. He put the phone to his ear. 


"Emil, what the hell?!" 


"Wow, it hasn't even been a full minute, yet, that's a new record for 
you!" Emil chuckled. "Hey, Kaoru~." 


"Emil, why the hell do you do have stitches? What the fuck 
happened?" 


"Geez, sailor tone down the potty mouth, will you?" Emil teased. "I'm 
almost too afraid to tell you if you're going to swear at me like that." 


Kaoru sighed into the phone. "Emil, what happened? Come on, I'm 
scared!" 


Emil smiled sweetly, touched at the worried tone Kaoru spoke with. 
"Alright, fine, I'll tell you. You know how I'm pretty much stuck in 
Denmark with my Nordic brothers?" 


"Yes." 


"And how Mathias has the tendency to make us do stupid shit in the 
name of ‘brotherly bonding'?" 


"Yeah...?" 


Emil bent over the washing machine and propped his elbows on top 
of it, using one hand to hold the phone to his ear and the other to 
rest his chin on. "Well, he made us go out into the forest to hunt with 
these really cool rifles that the Swiss dude gave to him, and they 
have these awesome phoenix rhinestone thingies on the barrel-" 


"Emil..." 
"Oh, um, r-right. Anyway, we went out to the forest, looked for 
something to kill for dinner, but | was just strolling through the forest 


and listening to some songs to past the time. Apparently, | have deer 
legs because Mathias shot me. Twice." 


Kaoru gasped quietly. "Twice?!" He yelled. 


"Yeah. In the front and back of my ankle. Hurt like hell, too!" Emil 
laughed. 


"Emil, that's not funny!" 


Emil stopped laughing abruptly and frowned; for as long as he dated 
Kaoru, he'd never heard Kaoru snap like that. He must be really 


worried. "H-hey, man, chill, okay? It's not even that serious." 
"Oh, really?" 


"Yes, really. The doctor said | was lucky because the bullets just 
grazed a couple layers of flesh and sinew, just beneath the skin or 
something. The stitches are shallow, too, so the wound should heal 
soon." 


"How soon?" 


"He- the doctor- said that | need about four to five weeks. Since I'ma 
nation, though, I'm guessing | only needed about three weeks." 


"Oh, so how long do you need, now?" 
"Two weeks." 


"Wait a damn second! You mean to tell me that you've been like this 
for a week and didn't bother to tell me?! What the hell, Emil?!" 


"Hey! Language, Kaoru! And | wasn't able to because we're in a 
forest. The connection service here is so freaking sketchy; one 
minute it's perfectly fine, the next minute, nothing. Nothing at all. So | 
couldn't call you or text you or chat with you on Facebook even if | 
wanted to." 


"... And you did want to, right?" 
Emil chuckled again. "Of course | did; | miss you." 


"| miss you too, babe," Kaoru said; Emil could almost hear the loving 
smile in his voice. He then paused. "... That does seem a bit too 
strange though." 


"What?" 


"The fact that he shot you. | can see that it was an accident if it was 
only like one shot, but two? In the front and back? That just sounds 


too sketchy, bro." 


"Maybe there were two shots because the gun was too powerful to 
stop at just one shot. | mean, Kaoru, those guns are high-capacity 
semi-automatic rifles, and just pulling the trigger once can send off a 
whole round of ammo. | was lucky to just get out alive with only two 
bullets in me." He heard Kaoru giggling in the other end. "What?" 


"Look at you, sounding like some NRA freak! Ah ha ha ha! But still, | 
feel something's not right with that whole ‘accidental shot' story. I'd 
watch my back around him if | were you, Emil." 


Emil hung his head. "Ugh, Kaoru, you and your weird, superstitious 
mumbo jumbo! Relax, okay? Mathias was doing nothing but 
apologizing to me when we went to the hospital and back; he even 
carried me on his back and made me dinner to make up for what he 
did." 


"Whoa, he made you dinner? And you're still alive?!" 


Emil stretched out a leg behind him and started to tap his toe into the 
floor. "It was pretty alright at first. He made this really awesome 
pasta dish with meatballs, and it was out of this world! | never knew 
he could cook. But then... then he served ice cream. That was 
delicious, too, and it was my favorite flavor, but then we all just... 
passed out." He snapped his fingers. "Just like that." 


"Whoa. That's so freaky." 

"It gets freakier, too. We all woke up a day later and our bodies felt 
weird. In fact, my body stil/ feels weird. It feels tingly and prickly, like 
there are some little electric bugs swimming inside me and zapping 
my pores or something." 


"Really?" Kaoru started to sound distant. "Huh, that sounds... so 
familiar... for some reason..." 


"Kaoru?" 


"... Isn't Kiku working on-?" 
"Kaoru, hello?!" 


"Oh, uh, sorry, dude! | spaced out for a second. Anyway, how's 
everybody doing?" 


"Everybody's doing okay, | Suppose. Except for Peter. For some odd 
reason, he started to act really weird. He's not so bratty anymore, in 
fact, he's not acting bratty at all, especially when Mathias is around. 
He's quiet and jumpy and he's sleeping in late a lot and keeps 
complaining about back pain or something. | think a couple of days 
ago he started getting irregular bloody diarrhea." Emil shuddered at 
a memory. "Ugh, those poor couch cushions! Man, did Mathias throw 
a fit over that!" 


"... Emil?" 
"What?" 


"I'm not So sure about this because I'm not a professional, but it 
sounds like Peter was maybe... hurt, or something..." 


"Hurt? What do you mean?" 
"What | mean is that you may have a pedo in the house, Emil." 


"What? What the hell are you talking about? No one would do that to 
Peter!" 


"Emil, just hear me out, okay?" Kaoru sighed. "| remember reading a 
book or two out of boredom and they said that everything that Peter 
is doing fits the signs of a touched child: suddenly quiet, needs lots 
of sleep from low energy, and even being physically ill. Tell me, Emil, 
has he been totally withdrawn and having nightmares?" 


"How the hell am | supposed to know if the kid had nightmares? I'm 
not his parent; he doesn't come to me if he has a bad dream." Emil 


paused and looked away. "But | have noticed that he isn't 
as...'playful' as he usually was." 


"Right, and you said that he's more quiet when Mathias is around 
him, right?" 


"Yeah...? Whoa, wait, man, Mathias wouldn't do something like that! 
| mean, yeah, he's a prick who has a sort of violent streak, and he 
picks on people too much, especially Peter, but Mathias is no 
pedophile! I've known him for too long, and he isn't the type to hurt 
people in that way, especially little defenseless kids!" 


"Emil, it's just a possibility-" 


"And that possibility is wrong! Didn't those same studies also say 
that those signs don't automatically mean the child is suffering 
molestation?" 


"Well, yeah, but still-" 


"And since Mathias isn't that big of a pervert, then you're wrong! 
Maybe the kid is just feeling homesick." 


"Homesick? Really? Emil, do you think that homesickness can get 
so bad that it causes bloody diarrhea and back pain?" 


Emil sighed. "Kaoru, this is making me sick to my stomach. Can we 
stop talking about this?" 


"Why? Mathias didn't touch you, did he?" 


"NO! He didn't because he wouldn't do something like that! | know, 
Kaoru, | just know." 


There was a pause in the phone as Kaoru sighed and let Emil calm 
down. "... Okay, Emil, if you really feel that way, then | won't push the 
idea any further. Just promise me that you'll at least watch out for 
Mathias and stay safe." 


“Kaoru-" 

"Please? For me? So that I'll know you're safe?" 

"Kaoru, he doesn't-" 

"Pwetty pwease?" Kaoru cooed. Emil can imagine Kaoru poking out 
his bottom lip in a begging pout, and it killed him how easy he can 
comply to Kaoru just by imagining it. 

"Ugh, fine! | promise I'll stay safe or whatever, okay?" 


"Good... You know | love you, right?" 


Emil grinned widely. "Heh, yeah, | Know. | love you, too, you 
manipulative bastard." 


"Aw, why am | manipulative?" 

"Because you used your cute begging voice and | knew that you 
were doing that cute little pouty thing with your lip and you know how 
that gets me too warm and fuzzy to say no!" 


"Heh heh heh, you're just putty in my hands," Kaoru chuckled. 


"You know, it isn't nice to use your power for evil," Emil replied in a 
sing-song voice. 


"Oh, don't worry babe, when | have you in my hands, you know that | 
only do things that make you feel good," Kaoru purred. 


"Oh, really, what kinds of 'good things'?" Emil purred back. 
"Well, | learned this new thing with my pinky-" The boy went silent. 


"H-hello? Kaoru?" Emil said. "Hello?" He pulled the phone away and 
looked at the screen, which read: "Service Unavailable." 


"Stupid cockblocking phone!" Emil spat at the device before shoving 
it into his pocket. He picked up the basket of clothes, yanked open 
the washing machine's lid, and dumped the clothes inside it. He 
poured in the detergent, turned on the machine, and slammed the lid 
close when the wash started. "Ugh, Kaoru's gonna kick my ass when 
he sees me." 


After waiting five minutes for the wash, Emil looked around the room 
to make sure that he was really alone and pulled out his iPod. He 
powered up his device, flipped through the playlists until he selected 
one. He selected a song from the playlist and put the ear buds in his 
ear. As the song began, he did a little slow, swaying dancing, 
bobbing his head heavily. His hair swung gently from side to side, 
brushing his forehead and ears. When the song came into its chorus, 
he started to sing: 


"For freedom we rise! Learn to fly, reach the sky! Legend will carry 
you for thousands of miles! Take a stand, hold the land. Make sure 
that everyone's ready to win! Flight and speed's all we need! Team 
up for battle, we fly! Fly! We fly! Gravity hurts!" 


Lost in his musical world yet again, Emil failed to sense that he 
gained an audience during his little dance. The watcher came in as 
the song went into the second verse and leaned against the 
threshold in the cellar-laundry room doorway, arms crossed over his 
chest and a coy grin across his face as Emil sang his heart out. 


"Aw~! Creatures keep calling, reaching within. Stealthy they climb 
from the dark! Yeah-eh, yeah-eh. Searching for wisdom. Searching 
for truth. Show us the things you can do!" Emil pointed to the space 
in front of him. "Maybe it's all up to you! You-oh! For freedom we 
rise! Learn to fly, reach the sky! Legend will carry you thousands of 
miles! Take a stand, hold the land. Make sure that everyone's ready 
to win! Flight and speed's all you need! Team up for battle we fly! 
Fly!" 


Emil's one-man audience pushed himself off the threshold and 
walked over to the singing teen nation as he started bobbing his 


head harder and playing an air guitar. He stood behind Emil and 
shoved his hands into his pockets, bobbing his head along with Emil 
and chuckling. Just when he reached out to put a hand on Emil's 
shoulder, Emil tossed his head back and shot his fist in the air, 
ending the guitar solo with a powerful: 


"FOR FREEDOM WE RIIIITTNISE! FOR FREEDOM WE RINSE! 
FOR THOUSANDS OF MILES! OH, YEEEEEEEAH! YEAH, YEAH, 
YEAH-EH-EH-EH! YEEEEAH!" 


Emil's watcher jumped and pulled his hand back with a sort of goofy, 
amused grin. When he was sure the song was over, he gently 
grabbed Emil's shoulder. 


"Wah!" Emil yelped. He jumped and spun around, clutching his 
speeding heart tightly. "What the-? Mathias, what the hell?!" 


Mathias let out a howl of laughter. "Oh, man, Ice, | didn't know you 
had some sweet moves!" 


"What the hell are you doing here?" Emil asked as he took out his 
ear buds and paused his iPod. 


Mathias tilted his head and cocked an eyebrow. "Uh... | live here?" 


Emil rolled his eyes. "| meant what are you doing here in the 
basement?" 


"| own this basement." 


Emil growled and turned back to the washing machine. "Never mind 
iG 


"Aw, dude, I'm just fooling with you," Mathias said as he ruffled Emil's 
hair. "| was just taking a break from installing the satellite for Internet 
connection and came down here to get a beer from the cellar. Then | 
heard you screeching lyrics like a crazy baboon and see you 
dancing! Man, that was fun to see!" 


"Go away!" 


"Aw, don't pout!" Mathias put his arm around Emil's shoulder and 
brought his face next to Emil's. "I still liked it, you know. That was 
Cryoshell, right?" 


Emil sniffed. "Yeah." 


"AW! You like one of my bands! | always knew you thought | was 
cool!" 


"Oh, shut up, Mathias!" Emil said as he shrugged off Mathias's arm. 
"Just because | like a band that happened to be Danish doesn't 
mean that | think you're cool in any shape or form! You're still an 
idiotic asshole to me." 


"Oh, you hurt me so, Icey!" Mathias whimpered. He then pulled 
Emil's head into his chest in a tight hug. "But it's still cool that you 
like one of my bands! We have something in common!" 


"Please! The only reason you like the band is because they 
Originated in your country! Have you ever even listened to any of 
their songs? Tried to understand them?" 


"Oh, great, another indie hipster! Dude, if | didn't listen to the band, 

then | wouldn't have known whose song you were butchering, right? 
So calm the fuck down with that whole unknown music passion shit 
or whatever the hell it's called." 


Emil opened and closed his mouth, unsure on how to respond to the 
insult. He settled for shoving Mathias off, crossing his arms, and 
directing his glare to an invisible object on the floor. The whole act 
made Mathias laughed and ruffle Emil's hair again. Emil scoffed and 
slapped Mathias's hand away. 


"Aw, don't get so pissy, Ice!" Mathias cooed mockingly, reaching for 
Emil's head again. "You know | love ya!" 


"Go away," Emil spat, swatting away Mathias's hand again. 


Mathias looked at his assaulted hand and shrugged. "Whatever, 
dude. Anyway, even though | like Cryoshell, none of their songs are 
my most favorite song of all time." 


Emil glanced at Mathias from the corner of his eyes. "Really?" 


"Yeah, really. There's this really old song that | absolutely love." 
Mathias looked up towards the ceiling and tapped his finger on his 
chin in thought. "Hm, | don't recall the band who wrote it- maybe 
Divinity, Divine, Deville, | dunno- but it was awesome, Ice! | used to 
sing it to Lukas a lot a couple of decades back." He cleared his 
throat and sang in a throaty, falsetto voice: 


"| love myself. | want you to love me. When | feel down, | want you 
above me. | search myself. | want you to find me. When | forget 
myself, | want you to remind me. | don't want anybody else! When | 
think about you, | touch myself. Oh~! | don't want anybody else. Oh 
no, oh no, oh no~." 


Emil stared at Mathias, gaping in a combination of disgust and 
amusement. "Holy crap, seriously?" He chuckled after a few 
moments of silence. "That masturbation song?" 


"Oh, so you have heard of it?" Mathias chuckled. 


"Yes, aS a matter of fact, | have, Mathias. Don't forget | was around 
during that time, too." Emil giggled and shook his head. "| can see 
why you like that song, though. That singer was so... needy and into 
herself, just like you are." 


"Am not!" 


"Are too! | bet that if Lukas didn't exist and that nobody else wanted 
to fuck you, you'd just fap to a picture of yourself!" 


"Oh, come on! | could find someone else to masturbate to if | didn't 
have my kitten." 


"Oh, really? Like who?" 
"Um, | don't really Know, exactly," Mathias shrugged. 


"Hmph! Exactly my point!" Emil turned to the washing machine and 
peeked inside it to check on his clothes. 


Mathias pocketed his hands and watched the boy's back with a 
bored expression, humming the tune to the song and tapping his 
feet. He then started to sing the song quietly, tilting his head from 
side to side. When he noticed that Emil was rocking his head too, he 
smiled to himself and sang louder. 


"You're the one who makes me come running. You're the sun that 
makes me shine. When you're around I'm always laughing. | wanna 
make you mine. | close my eyes and see you before me. Think | 
would die if you were to ignore me. A fool could see just how much | 
adore you. I'd get down on my knees. I'd do anything for you." 


Emil started swaying to Mathias's singing, giggling and humming 
along. Jus like when he put in his ear buds to listen to his private 
music, Emil was too lost in the song to notice what was happening. 
Mathias came up closer behind Emil, doing a little dance of his own. 
He looked down at the boy. 


"| don't want anybody else! When | think about you, | touch myself. 
Oh~! | don't want anybody else. Oh no, oh no, oh no~. Yeah~." 


He kept repeating the chorus, watching the oblivious boy below him 
dance happily. He lightly pressed his hips against Emil and waited 
for Emil to respond negatively, sniggering when Emil continued to 
sway, unwittingly brushing himself on Mathias's crotch. Wow, this kid 
is really out of it, Mathias noted as he slowly wrapped his arms 
around Emil's waist and brought his mouth to Emil's ear. 


"| don't want anybody else," Mathias whispered in Emil's ear as he 
pushed down some of his bodyweight on the teen. "When | think 
about you, | touch myself..." 


The lack of melody in Mathias's voice pulled Emil back into reality. 
He started to push at Mathias's arms. "Mathias, what are you 
doing?" he asked in a deadpan tone, too used to Mathias's hijinks to 
think seriously of the situation 


"Singing, what does it look like?" Mathias replied. 
"No, you idiot, | mean this." 


"Oh, this? Nothing really, just that..." Mathias started to push Emil 
into the washing machine, breathing heavily into his ear. "Just 
showing you who'd | touched myself to if Lukas wasn't around..." 


"Ha ha ha, very funny, you dork." Emil attempted to push himself 
away from the washing machine, but Mathias pushed him back. A 
little too roughly, he noticed. "M-Mathias, seriously, knock it off, 
already." He started to wriggle in Mathias's arms, but Mathias's grip 
was tightening every second. "Seriously, Mathias! This is why people 
don't have fun with you, you don't know when to end a joke!" He 
froze when he heard a dark, contemptuous chuckle. 


"Who the fuck said | was joking?" 


"W-what? Dude, let go!" Emil dug his fingers into Mathias's arms to 
pry them open. It was useless, though, as Mathias pushed Emil 
completely bent over the washing machine. "Seriously, stop! 
Mathias! What the hell?! Stop! " He started to hyperventilate when 
he felt large hands grope around for his belt. "Please... !" 


Mathias pulled his hand away from Emil's hips and snaked his 
fingers into Emil's hair, pulling his head back with the silvery locks. 
"Geez, Ice, take a deep breath before you pass out, already! | don't 
wanna fuck a comatose kid. Man, it's like you're a virgin, or 
something. Wait, you aren't one, are you?" 


"Mathias, get off!" 


"Oh, wow, seriously?!" Mathias laughed. "You're still a virgin? And 
you've been dating that Kaoru kid for how long? Fine, then, listen. If 
you don't struggle so much and calm down, I'll make your first time 
easier for you, okay?" 


"No!" Emil shouted as he felt Mathias's fingers under his shirt. 


Ugh, no more food from Mathias, Lukas swore to himself as he 
sluggishly made his way to the kitchen. He lightly held his stomach in 
his hand and took deep breaths to get rid of the lightheadedness he 
was suffering. It was a week since that failure of a dinner Mathias 
made for the household, the dinner that caused everyone to get sick 
and pass out right where they sat, but the stomachaches and 
nausea reoccurred from time to time, and this time, it had hit Lukas 
hard. What the hell was in that pasta... ? 


Lukas took a drinking glass from the kitchen cupboard and went to 
the refrigerator. He poked his head inside to look for any ginger ale, 
feeling relief at the cold temperature hitting his face. 

"W-wait! Mathias, my stitches! You're going to mess up my stitches!" 


Lukas pulled his head out of the refrigerator and looked around the 
kitchen questioningly. Was that... ? 


"Don't worry, it's not like I'm gonna fuck your leg or something. Just 
chill." 


Mathias...? 
"Mathias, don't do this!" Emil cried. "Please..." 
Despite the nauseating feeling that made him want to vomit 


moments before, Lukas sprinted to the door that led to the cellar of 
the mansion, his drinking glass shattering on the floor behind him. 


He yanked it open and rushed inside, following the voices of his little 
brother and his boyfriend. 


"Ugh, Emil, will you stop acting like such a little girl man boy? Damn, 
it's just sex!" 


"You're hurting me! Stop! Ow! Stop! " 


Lukas sped through the labyrinth of wine shelves, confused at the 
multiple directions the echoing shouts were coming from. 


"You know, I'm starting to like it when you struggle like this!" 


Damn it, where are they?! Lukas started to panic. Where are they? 
Wait, Emil said he was going to wash clothes! He has to be in there! 


"Stop! Let go! Don't touch me! Mathias!" 


I'm coming, Emil! Lukas spotted a large streak of light from the 
doorway of the laundry room. As he ran towards it and the sounds of 
struggling, his senses seemed to slow to prepare for what he hoped 
wasn't what he thought it was. 


"Mathias, stop! Please! Come on! LUKAS!" 


Lukas shot into the laundry room and tackled Mathias into the 
ground. He struck his fist into Mathias's jaw once, twice, thrice, 
before yanking the man up by the shirt collar and snarling in his face, 
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?!" 


“Ow! Lukas, calm down! Damn, what's wrong with you?!" Mathias 
tried to shove Lukas off his body, but Lukas pushed his hand away 
and shook him by the shirt collar violently, making his head rock 
back and forth wildly. 


"What the fuck were you doing to my brother?!" Lukas demanded as 
he slammed his fist into Mathias's jaw again. 


"Lukas, wait!" Emil shouted. He took Lukas's arm and pulled him off. 
"Don't do this!" 


Lukas stared at his brother incredulously. "Don't do this? Don't do 
this?! | come in here to find my little brother almost raped and you're 
trying to calm me down so | won't beat the shit out of this rapist?!" 


"Rape? Norge, what the fuck are you talking about?" Mathias 
shouted as he stood on his feet. "| wasn't going to rape Emil! What 
kind of nasty shit are you thinking?!" 


"What the hell is this, then?!" Lukas yanked Emil in front of Mathias 
and gestured to the messy hair, unbuckled belt, and sloppy tee shirt. 


"| was just joking around, okay? | guess... | guess | got too carried 
away with the joke, but | wasn't going to rape him! God, Lukas, you 
and your fucking sick mind!" 


"Joking?! Fuck that! | oughtta fucking kill you!" 


"No, stop! Lukas! He's right!" Emil pleaded, gripping his older 
brother's wrist. "It was just... it was just him being an asshole again, 
okay? He wasn't... wasn't going to do anything, alright? Y-you know 
him, he's just too stupid to know when to stop! So just stop this!" 


"But Emil-!" 
"Lukas, stop! Please!" 


The room went silent as Emil and Lukas stared each other down, 
willing each other to back off and let him defend his loved one or to 
let the entire situation go. Mathias looked back and forth between the 
two brothers, arms crossed impatiently over his chest. Then, with an 
annoyed huff, he pushed past Lukas and stormed off. "You 
Bondevicks and your damn humorless minds! Learn to joke around a 
bit more." 


Lukas turned on his heel to go after Mathias, but was held down by 
Emil. "Hey, where do you think you're going, you ass? I'm not 
finished with you!" 


"Yeah, well, I'm finished with you two," Mathias said at the doorway. 
"I'm going back outside to finish installing that Wi-Fi satellite. Don't 
wait up, precious." 


Lukas glared at the Dane's back as he and his little brother stood in 
the laundry room, his teeth bared in a wolf sneer and his fists 
shaking at his sides. Emil refastened his belt and combed his fingers 
through his hair to smooth it back down. 


"... | should kill that motherfucker right now," Lukas snarled in the 
heavy silence. 


"And why would you do that, Lukas?" Emil snapped. 
"Why?! Emil, look at you-!" 


"I've already told you that it was just him fooling around like an idiot! 
He does that and you've known him long enough to know that! Let it 
go!" Emil started to walk away, but Lukas grabbed his wrist and 
pulled him back. 


Lukas took a deep breath to calm his nerves and said in a low, firm 
voice, "Emil, | know what | saw and you know, too. If Mathias was 
going to do to you what | think he was going to do, then | as your big 
brother must protect you by killing the motherfucker. Do you 
understand?" 


Emil snatched his wrist away and replied in the same low, firm voice, 
"And | know what was really going on, okay? You know Mathias and 
know that he wouldn't do something like- like that to a person, at 
least not anymore. He's not a Viking anymore, and you should just 
leave me alone! Understand?!" Emil turned away to leave. 


"EMlbes* 


"Lukas, please," Emil said; Lukas could sense the fear and 
weariness in his voice. "Please just... just leave it alone." Emil exited 
the laundry room, leaving Lukas to gape after him in heartache. 


Let the Games Begin! 


He couldn't sleep. 


No matter how firm the mattress was to suit his needs or how downy 
the quilt was, no matter how many long he stared up into those fluffy 
white clouds on his ceiling that could make even the most insomniac 
person drift off into the bliss of sleep, Lukas couldn't end the barrage 
of what-ifs from storming his tired mind. He tossed and turned in his 
bed, his skull pounding with unused fury and scenarios. 


| should've killed that son of a bitch. 

What if | didn't come in time to rescue Emil? 
Was Mathias really going to attack him? 

Is Mathias really that type of man? 

Why did Emil stop me? 

Is Emil doing okay...? 


Lukas sat up in his bed and tossed the quilt back. He swung his legs 
out of the bed and onto the floor, standing up from the mattress and 
walking towards his door. He needed to hear the truth of what 
happened- what could've happened- straight from Emil. 


Moreso, he needed Emil to realize the truth himself. 


Quietly padding barefoot out into the hall, Lukas crept to the door of 
his younger brother's bedroom and pressed his ear against it to hear 
any sounds of consciousness. When silence greeted his ear, Lukas 
tried the doorknob, saw that it was unlocked, and twisted it and 
pushed the door open. He stuck his head inside and squinted in the 
darkness towards the bed, just barely making out the small frame 


under the thick blanket. Lukas stepped inside, closed the door 
behind himself, and noiselessly tiptoed towards the bed. He sat 
down on the edge and looked down at the back of Emil's head, the 
silver strands messily splayed all over his pillow. Lukas reached out 
a hand to gently shake his brother's shoulder to wake him. 


"What do you want, Lukas?" Emil spoke without turning his head. 
Lukas lowered his hand and replied, "I can't sleep." 
"You're not sleeping in my bed." 


"No, it's not that. | can't sleep without talking to you about 
something.” 


"Whatever it is, can't it wait?" Emil asked tiredly. "It's freaking late for 
chatting." 


"No, it can't wait. We have to talk about what happened earlier 
today-" 


"And what the hell happened, Lukas?" 

Lukas felt his face scrunch up in irritation. "You know what 
happened, Emil! You Know what was going to happen if | hadn't 
intervened, and you denying it isn't going to make things better!" 
Emil turned on his back and propped himself up on his elbows. 
"Lukas, he was joking, okay? You and | both know that Mathias is an 
idiot who takes jokes too far; he's not the type of person to rape or 
anything that perverse!" 

"He was before!" 


"And so were you, but you don't see me shoving your Viking history 
down your throat!" 


"That's because | wasn't trying to rape you or anyone else!" 


"And neither was he! Now will you just let it go and let me sleep?!" 


"Not until you acknowledge what he was doing- which was 
attempted rape- so that | can kill that motherfucker!" 


Emil scoffed and rolled his eyes. "If you're so damn sure that he was 
going to attack me, then why the hell do you need my permission to 
seek revenge?" 


"Because," Lukas sighed, "for starters, what should be done to him 
should be decided by you, since you were his victim-" 


"I'm not his-" 


" Second, if | do hurt him, you'd just hate me for it, even though it's 
my brotherly duty. Third, and most importantly, this denial of what 
happened, what could've happened, and just labeling it as 
something else isn't healthy for you." 


"Feh, whatever." Emil turned onto his side and pulled his blanket 
over his head. 


"Whatever?! Emil, is that all you can say when I'm only trying to help 
you? 'Whatever'?" 


"Fine," Emil said. "Please lock the door on your way out. Thanks and 
good night." 


Lukas crossed his arms and scowled. "Emil, I'm not leaving until-" 


"Lukas, please," Emil said quietly, yet loud enough to break through 
the blanket. "Please just drop it, okay? I'm exhausted and | need 
some sleep." 


"You're emotionally exhausted because you're bottling up your fear 
and pain!" 


"OH, MY GOD, DAMN!" Emil shot up. "Why the hell are you still 
here?! You know what? Fine! Stay here! /'// leave!" Emil jumped out 


of bed, snatched away a pillow, and went to his closet to grab a 
spare blanket. 


"Hey, where the hell do you think you're going?" Lukas stood up 
quickly and stalked after Emil. 


"I'm going to sleep somewhere with a lock or something.” Emil 
yanked the bedroom door open and looked back. "Stay here and yap 
about rape all you want, just don't come bugging me about it!" Emil 
stomped out the room and started walking down the hall. 


"Hold on just a second! We're not finished!" Lukas followed and 
grabbed Emil's shoulder, turning him around to meet Emil's eyes with 
his own. "Emil, talk to me about this! I'm your brother, and | only want 
to help!" 


"Why the hell do you keep insisting that something happened when it 
didn't?!" 


" YOU NEEDED MY HELP! YOU FUCKING CALLED MY NAME!" 
" THAT DOESN'T MEAN A DAMN THING!" 


"Whoa, what's going on?" A sleepy voice yawned through the yelling. 
The two brothers turned to find Tino and Berwald walking towards 
them, Tino rubbing his eyes and yawning again. Peter was latched 
onto Tino's arm and had his head leaning against Tino, meaning that 
for the fourth night in a row, Peter slept in his parents' bedroom 
again to escape the horrors of his untold nightmares. 


"It's nothing, Tino," Emil grumbled. "Sorry for waking you guys. Good 
night." Emil made a move to leave, but Lukas stopped him again. 


" No, it isn't nothing . I'm trying to talk to Emil to help him, but he's 
being difficult and going in denial and it's not helping him at all!" 


"What're you trying to help him with?" Berwald asked despite his 
sleepiness. 


"He just needs help feeding his imagination and trying to make it 
real!" Emil stared pointed into Lukas's eyes. "Nothing. Happened.” 


"Saying ‘nothing happened' isn't going to make it nonexistent." Lukas 
said back with the same venom. 


"It does when it's the truth!" 


"What are you guys talking about?" Tino asked, his mind more 
awake with his curiosity growing. 


"Nothing!" 


"Earlier today, | caught Mathias in the laundry room downstairs trying 
to rape my brother!" 


A little gasp sounded. "You too, Emil?!" 


Silence. The older nations' faces registered shock as they all turned 
their eyes down to the smallest nation of them all. Peter, realizing his 
slip of the tongue, awoke fully and cringed at the others' stares. He 
squeezed his eyes shut. Oh, crud! Why did | just blurt that out? He's 
right, | don't know when to shut up! 


"Peter, what was that?" Tino said. 
Peter shook his head. "Nothing, Mama." 
"No, Peter, you said something. What did you say?" 


"He said ‘you too'," Berwald repeated, scrutinizing his son with 
concern in his eyes. 


Tino took Peter's shoulder and turned him so they faced each other. 
"Peter, what do you mean by ‘you too?" 


"| d-didn't mean a-anything by it," Peter stammered. "I-I didn't even 
Say it!" 


"Peter, are you keeping something from us?" Tino asked. Peter 
shook his head rapidly, which made the Finn sigh. "Peter, please, tell 
me the truth. Did your Uncle Mathias hurt you?" 


"No, he didn't..." Peter muttered, hanging his head to hide his face. 


Tino then heard a sniffle escape his son's mouth, and he watched 
with heartache as his son's shoulders started shaking with inaudible 
sobs. As Berwald rubbed soothing circles in the boy's back, Tino 
lowered himself on a knee and lifted Peter's face by his chin. "Look 
at me." 


Peter turned his eyes toward his mother's face. 


"Peter, do you remember that talk we had about when adults do stuff 
to younger children like yourself?" Peter nodded. "And when your 
father and | told you what rape is?" Peter nodded again. "Do you 
remember we telling you that if such a thing happened to you, you 
must tell us or the next trusted adult so we can help you?" Peter 
nodded a third time, this time rubbing his eyes with the back of his 
wrist to wipe away oncoming tears. 


Tino wiped the streak of tears off Peter's cheeks and gently pulled 
down Peter's hand from his eyes to maintain eye contact. "Baby, you 
know that your father and | would never blame you for something like 
that, right? You know that you can trust us and tell us." Peter looked 
at Tino with watery eyes and nodded, making a small sobbing noise 
in the back of his throat. "Then tell us, tell me, did your Uncle 
Mathias rape you?" 


OSE 


Tino flinched at the answer, and felt his stomach burn with a sort of 
anger sickness that would weaken if he didn't take it out on 
something, particularly the perverted bastard that- instead of being 
one of the few trustworthy people in the world who would've 
protected his family from this kind of horror- takes advantage of a 
child's trust and uses it to abuse him and... rape him. Taking a 


shaking breath, Tino controlled any expressive forms of fury in front 
of his son who, by the way he's weeping like he always does when 
he's being punished, is already afraid of getting into trouble, despite 
what Tino had just said moments ago. He's afraid of Mathias... 


Lukas hung his head and looked at Emil from the corner of his eye, 
seeing the expression on his face register so much emotions: shock, 
disgust, heartache, and an underlying hint of empathy. Maybe | 
should've approached this like Tino would've... 


"Peter, when did this happen?" Berwald asked in an even, 
emotionless tone; Tino knew that Berwald was trying to control his 
expressions of fury as well, but it was obvious by his violently- 
trembling fists that Berwald, too, wanted to kill Mathias. 


Peter sniffled and said, "T-the f-first time was a w-week ago, | 
think..." 


Everyone's eyes widened at the information. 


"The first time?" Berwald asked. "You mean, he did this to you more 
than once?" 


"Mm-hm..." Then the sob that he held in his throat finally escaped. 
He lunged himself into Tino's arms and pressed his face into Tino's 
shoulder, crying loudly and trembling rather violently. 


Lukas looked towards Emil again. "So, what do you believe, now?" 


Emil gaped at the emotional breakdown of the youngest nation and 
shook his head slowly. "Mathias... he... he wouldn't... He's not..." 
Lukas heard the outright denial, but, almost as if he could read 
Emil's mind, he could hear the true revelation hitting Emil then and 
there from the example Peter had to suffer through: Mathias was 
going to rape me. Lukas gently took Emil's hand, making a move to 
pull him into a hug just as Tino had. 


As the entire unraveling of truth happened among the group, as 
consolation for the victims and anger for the perverted pig inflamed, 
everyone failed to notice that Berwald quietly slipped from their 
presence. They were in their own world now, a world that was 
momentarily safe enough for them to give his son or brother the 
comfort and safety they needed before going off to hunt down the 
predator. But it seemed that enacting justice wasn't necessary, as 
they could hear over Peter's ear-splitting bawling: "I'M GOING TO 
KILL YOU!" 


Everyone snapped their heads up towards the direction of the shout, 
followed by screaming and protests and what must've been 
overturned furniture. 


"What was that?" Emil yelped in fear. 
"Where's Berwald?" Tino said, looking around them. 


"Berwald, dude, what the hell?!" Mathias screamed from somewhere 
in the upper level. "Stop! Agh!" Another sound, what could have been 
a vase shattering, rang through the hall. 


Lukas, Emil, Tino, and Peter looked at each other before sprinting 
through the halls to where the screaming was coming from. They 
found themselves at Mathias's bedroom door, standing in the 
doorway as they watched Berwald straddle Mathias's body, hold his 
older brother down by his chest, and deliver punch after punch to the 
Dane's jaw. Once or twice, Berwald's fist connected to Mathias's eye 
and lips, making those features bruise just as dark as his jawline. 
The four stood in shock and slight fear; there were very few times- 
so few that they can count on their fingers- when Berwald exploded 
like this, when his passive, neutral nature was eaten alive by the 
animal-like fury that was so destructive that even Mathias would turn 
tail and run from Berwald's path, if he was able to escape from 
underneath him and his fist blows. 


Mathias gurgled and dribbled blood from the corner of his mouth and 
spat out a tooth. Seeing the group in the doorway, he shouted, 


"Lukas! Tino! Emil! Don't just stand there, get this lug off me!" 
Berwald moved his hand from Mathias's chest to his throat, turning 
any coherent words into sputtering gasps for air. 


There was new kind of silence among the group of nations as the 
older ones turned over Mathias's plea for help in their heads. They 
wanted to laugh at him, openly, mockingly laugh at him and watch 
him get his ass handed over to himself by his younger brother for the 
abomination he committed- to children, no less- but something felt 
off. And Tino knew what that "something" was as his eyes flittered to 
his son beside him. Peter froze where he stood, yet his small body 
trembled from head to toe; he cringed more and more into his 
mother's body and his eyes widened and filled with horror. 


For that one instant, Tino could see what true child's terror looked 
like as Peter watched his father unleash this limitless stream of rage 
unto the brother he loves. Or loved, seeing as how Berwald's eyes 
were devoid of love- even humanity- as he glared down at Mathias's 
quickly bruising face and flapping lips that were trying to take in 
some air. 


"P-Papa?" Peter whimpered through chattering teeth, watching his 
father become a killing monster. 


"Berwald, stop!" Tino shrieked. He earned looks of shock and 
disbelief from Lukas and Emil as he rushed to Berwald and held 
back his arm before another fist was thrown. He tried to pull Berwald 
away. 


Berwald whipped his head towards Tino, his eyes wild with 
vengeance. "What the hell do you mean 'stop'?!" he snarled. "Are 
you suggesting we just let this child rapist go?" He glanced down at 
Mathias again, catching the look of surprise at the title "child rapist". 
In a quick second, Berwald snarled and narrowed his eyes, flashing 
an expression that read, That's right, we know, you sick bastard! 


"You don't think | want this sonovabitch to pay for what he did to my 
baby?!" Tino hissed. "I do, but | don't want Peter to be more 


traumatized than he already is!" 
"What?" 
"You're scaring Peter!" 


Berwald looked up to where stood. Sure enough, his son was 
latching onto Lukas, quivering against the Norwegian as Lukas 
wrapped an arm protectively around his shoulders. Berwald frowned 
apologetically to Peter and slowly rose off his brother, giving him a 
kick in the ribs before walking away. Tino watched his husband 
before snapping his eyes back down to Mathias. He bent low to 
Mathias's bloodied face and bore his teeth in a predatory snarl. 


"You are so lucky that Peter is here," Tino hissed. "Otherwise, both 
Berwald and / would've killed you right where you lay." He then 
straightened up and turned sharply on his heels. He stomped to his 
son, turned him by his shoulders, and said in a stern but gentle 
voice, "Come on, Peter, let's go." 


Peter looked up at his mother with curiosity. "Go where? Back to 
bed?" 


"To your bedroom, yes, but not to sleep. Come on, we're packing our 
bags. We're leaving." 


"Wait, what?" Mathias shouted as he watched the other Nordics turn 
to leave. He scrambled to his feet and hurried after them. "What do 
you mean you're leaving?" 


"You honestly believe we're going to stay in the same house as a 
pedophile?!" Tino laughed humorlessly. Berwald grabbed his arm 
and shook his heading, signaling to Tino to ignore him and keep 
moving. Tino complied and continued to guide his son to his 
bedroom. 


"Wait, are you serious? Are you guys seriously going to automatically 
just believe the brat like that without at least hearing my side first?!" 


They continued to deliberately ignore Mathias. "And you guys know 
that I'm not some sick, sadistic rapist! What is with you guys?!" He 
followed Lukas to his room, and watched in panic as Lukas dug his 
suitcase out of his closet and tossed it onto his bed. "Lukas, come 
on, why the hell would | fuck a kid when | have a boyfriend, huh?" 


"The same reason you would try to do the same thing to his little 
brother against his will," Lukas droned emotionlessly as he yanked 
the zipper to the suitcase open, "because you're more disgusting 
than | thought." He went to the drawers and pulled out stacks after 
stacks of clothing, placing them in the suitcase with a creepy 
placidity. "Oh, and it's 'ex-boyfriend,’ by the way." 


"Lukas, both Emil and | told you that it was just fun joking! Why are 
you still so hung up on it, huh?!" Mathias's face then momentarily 
went blank. "Wait, did you just break up with me?" 


"I'm so glad you're smart enough to catch on to that so quickly," 
Lukas said snidely. He placed the last bit of clothing into his suitcase, 
Zipped it, and sat on the bed to pull on his boots. "And I'm still hung 
up on it because we now know the truth. Quit lying and just accept 
the fact that your perverted deeds were exposed." He stood up and 
walked to retrieve his coat. 


"Lukas, come on! I'm not a rapist or a pedo!" 


"You were when you were a Viking, but now | can see that you 
haven't really grown out of that phase at all." Lukas yanked his 
Suitcase off his bed and rolled it pass Mathias to get it out the 
bedroom. Mathias followed after him. 


"Lukas!" 


"Mathias, shut up." Lukas's voice was cold, colder than usual, which 
made Mathias freeze stiffly. Lukas looked over his shoulder. "Shut up 
and be grateful that none of us haven't killed you yet because, trust 
me, | wanted to. Still want to. 


"And be happy that we're just leaving your sorry ass and never 
coming back. Heck, feel lucky that | have stomach talking to you and 
looking at you at this moment. | think | can speak for us all when | 
say this: you're lucky that we're civilized and you're a nation who still 
has citizens that depend on your landmass, otherwise you'd be dead 
and your land taken. Don't call us, write to us, visit us, or anything of 
the sort, because | don't think you'll be lucky enough to not be worth 
the violence anymore, like you aren't right now." Lukas walked 
towards his brother's room, shouting, "Emil, are you ready to go?" 


Mathias puffed his cheeks and clenched his fists at his side, ready to 
continue his argument and win his guests over again, because it was 
too soon, too early for things to start falling apart. Things shouldn't 
be falling apart at all, and he wondered to himself, Where did | go 
wrong? Sighing deeply, Mathias made a decision and ran to his 
bedroom. He carefully made his way to the bedside table through the 
scattered pieces of broken vases and lamps Berwald made in his fit 
of uninhibited rage. He sifted through the dresser's contents until he 
found what he was looking for: a simple remote controller, small, 
black, and holding only a button and a switch. He pocketed the 
device and rushed back out just as the other nations regrouped in 
the hall and started walking down the stairs. He hurried after them 
and started his rant again. 


"Guys! Guys! Stop! You shouldn't leave! Are you really going to 
break ties with me because of some lie a kid made up to just cause 
trouble?" 


"No kid would ever make up something so heinous, you pillu!" Tino 
spat. He stopped to punch Mathias for making such a disgusting 
claim, but again, Berwald took his arm and shook his head before he 
went any further. Tino gave Mathias a loathing sneer before agreeing 
with his husband again. He took up his suitcase and followed 
everyone to the living room and through the front hall. 


"Dudes, | should tell you all right now that leaving would be a really 
bad idea at this point," Mathias warned. "It's not wise to leave out 
that door! Lukas!" 


Lukas involuntarily hesitated for a moment. 

"Norge, please..." Mathias pleaded quietly. 

"Mathias, didn't | tell you to shut up, already?" 

They all stopped at the doors and waited as Berwald unlocked them. 
"Berwald, seriously, don't leave!" 


"Fuck you, Mathias," Berwald grumbled as he yanked the door open 
and led everyone out. 


Mathias shrugged and shook his head. "UGH, fine! Then I'll have to 
do this..." He took out his remote controller and flipped the switch. 


When that switched was flipped, the infrared readers at each corner 
of the mansion was activated, shooting out an invisible line 
connecting one reader to the next, creating an invisible barrier 
around the mansion close to the ground. Berwald stomped pass the 
barrier. There was suddenly a loud buzzing noise and Berwald froze. 


"Berwald?" Tino asked. "Berwald, what's wrong-?" 


"Aaaaaaaaaaagh!" Berwald screamed. He collapsed on the steps 
and convulsed violently, every pore of his body glowing an electric 
blue. 


"Berwald!" Tino rushed to his convulsing husband, then collapsed 
right next to him, screaming and thrashing as his skin sent out blue 
static. 


"Papa! Mama!" Peter lunged forward and reached for his parents, 
but Lukas grabbed him by the shoulder and pulled him back. 


"What the hell?" Emil yelped as he watched the two convulsed. He 
then heard a low chuckle behind them all. He looked over his 
shoulder to find Mathias grinning cheekily to himself, his head tilted 
nonchalantly. "Mathias, what is this? Is this your doing?! Stop it!" 


Mathias shook his head again and pushed past to get to the couple. 
He grabbed each one of their ankles and dragged them back into the 
mansion. Once inside and within the infrared barrier, Tino and 
Berwald lied still on the carpet, panting and foaming at the mouth. 
Peter and Emil knelt next to them and checked to see if they were 
okay. Lukas was the only one staring at the smiling Dane, crossing 
his arms defiantly. 


"What did you do to them?" 


Mathias waved a little remote control device, not breaking that grin of 
his. "You know the great thing about Kiku?" he asked. "He's the type 
of guy who'll do favors without asking questions, especially if those 
favors benefit him in some way. He didn't even ask whom | was 
going to use these Intrabody ShockCollars on or why | wanted to 
volunteer knowing that | don't have dogs!" He sighed and looked 
away. "I'm going to have to tell him that they're defective because the 
shocks are too harsh, but whatever..." 


"Intrabody, what?" Tino said weakly as he pushed his torso up from 
the floor, still too weak from the static attack to stand. 


"Intrabody ShockCollars," Mathias repeated. He then hummed in 
thought. "Um, it's kind of hard to explain, so I'm gonna do my best, 
okay?" He held his thumb and index finger close together and near 
his eye, making a really close gap where the pads of his finger and 
thumb almost touched. "They're these nano-sized robots that course 
through the veins of those who ingest them. They're activated when 
the dogs- or, in your case, people- cross the infrared barrier set up 
around the house's perimeters, sending wave after wave of 
electromagnetic shock throughout the body. 


"It's this new invention Kiku thought up to replace the old shock 
collar, and it looks like it can paralyze even the biggest Great Danes! 
Or you guys, if you all stay past the border long enough. Too bad 
about the stomachache side effects, though..." 


Upon hearing the description of the Intrabody ShockCollars, Lukas 
gasped as a memory occurred to him: " He looked down at his bowl 
of ice cream. 'Hey, what's all of this?' He picked up his spoon and 
prodded the ice cream. Among the dots of chocolate chips were 
something smaller, almost microscopic; it looked like the black beans 
of the vanilla bean ice cream" 


Is that what those things were in that ice cream? Lukas wondered. 
Those little robots? 


Everyone stared at him. They all wondered to themselves if Mathias 
was playing another one of his sick, stupid pranks on them as a 
desperate move to show them that he hasn't changed from the 
lovable, playful guy they all knew and loved to the sadistic rapist that 
hurt their younger family members. They considered that maybe, just 
maybe, the scene that unfolded in front of them all- when Berwald 
and Tino crumpled to the ground thrashing, twitching, and screaming 
as their bodies glowed a static cerulean- was their imagination gone 
awry from so much anger and sleep deprivation. This thing seemed 
too elaborate for the Dane, and he's only this elaborate when he 
wants to pull off a complicated joke. Berwald and Tino slowly rose to 
their feet, Keeping their eyes on Mathias as they did so. Berwald still 
bent with his hands on his knees. 


"Mathias, what is this about?" Tino asked warily, wrapping his arms 
protectively around Peter's shoulders, half-leaning on him for 
support. 


Mathias chuckled. "Oh, it's just a little game | thought up a while ago 
that | wanted share with you guys, a new and last brother-bonding 
activity for us all. It's kinda my version of cat and mouse, where | get 
to chase you guys around the house, and if | manage to get you all, | 
become King! It's too bad we had to do this earlier than expected, 
though; | wanted at least another week to spend with my brothers 
before they die off. Oh well." 


",... What the hell?" Emil said in the still silence. "Mathias, are you 
kidding us or something? What-? WHOA!" 


Lukas shot past Emil unexpectedly to tackle Mathias as he talked, to 
take away the device out of his hands and save them all. Mathias 
shook his head and clicked his tongue, pointing the remote controller 
at Lukas and pressing the button below it. They all crumpled to the 
floor in a seizure and glowed with static electricity hyperactive in their 
bodies. Mathias pressed the button again, and the convulsion ended 
leaving the nations to moan and lie still in pain. 


"Another great thing about this is that you can use this anytime your 
pet misbehaves," Mathias chimed. "Especially naughty little kittens 
that attack too much in one day." He waved the remote controller 
side to side in-between his finger and thumb playfully. "Now, to the 
rules of this awesome-ass game my cool brain thought up. They're 
pretty simple really; the basics are that you run and hide and maybe 
even fight if you truly want to live. If any one of you live until this 
week is up, you guys win and can leave freely if you want to. 


"Now the more complicated stuff: No helping each other out, or you 
get a nice visit from Mister Shocky here." He glanced at Peter's 
body. "Well... | guess Peter can stick with his mommy since the 
brat's so pitifully weak. Yeah, he's the exception to the rule. No 
hiding in one spot for more than ten hours, and I'd know, okay? | 
have that sense in me to know! No sticking in groups because that's 
just unfair to me and will just earn you another shock treatment. You 
can use weapons to make this more interesting for me, although | 
seriously doubt that you guys can win this, weapons or no. Oh, and 
no outside calls~! Keh heh heh heh!" 


"W-wait!" Emil spoke out, lifting his head to look at Mathias. "You 
shot my ankle! How the hell do you expect me to be a part of this 
stupid game of yours if | can barely run?" 


Mathias shrugged. "| had to even the chances for you all. It wouldn't 
be fair to the others if you had such a huge advantage at your 
disposal, now would it?" 


“But... But..." 


"Chillax, Emil, you can still jog; why else do you think | made the 
shots as shallow as possible? Anyhoo, to recap here: hiding-yes, 
weapons-yes, running-yes, fighting-yes, helping-no, unless it's Peter, 
hiding for over ten hours-no, group work-no, and the survivor living 
past the week- at 12:00 AM seven days from now on my time- will 
walk out a free man." He glanced at his watch. "Since I'm so nice, 
I'm gonna give you guys ten minutes to start running, a decent head 
start if | do say so myself." 


Although the other Nordics were trying to stand on their own feet 
after the electrical shock in their bodies, they still felt weak and dizzy 
from such an ordeal, and were only able to rise as far as on their 
hands and knees, panting to settle their burning stomachs and lungs. 


"... Nine minutes and thirty seconds~!" 


They still knelt in their position, making Mathias glower at them in 
disapproval. He made an impatient groan in the back of his throat 
and tapped the button on the remote again, giving his guests a quick 
motivational boost before shutting it off again. 


"Nine minutes," he drawled darkly. "Now get moving." 


Despite feeling sick and exhausted from suffering consecutive 
electrical shocks in under five minutes, they all tapped into some 
reserve of strength, stood on their feet, and gave each other and 
Mathias looks before taking off into the dark caverns of the mansion. 


Mathias stood with his hands behind his back and hummed 
pleasantly, waiting for the time limit to end. When the remaining nine 
minutes came to an end, Mathias took off after them. 


About time we got to this! XD Anyway, | don't really know much 

about electromagnetic energy, but when | looked it up, it's said to be 
used to create telecommunication and heat, so I'm going with that as 
accurately as | can and use that information for the trap Mathias laid 


on them. Sorry to any technology (or whatever it is) fanatics out 
there. 


The Doe 


Urghle-smurghle! | missed another self-appointed deadline! I'm 
sorry! Really, | am! I've been too distracted by toying with my apps 
on my laptop and | kind of spent most of my time just making stuff. 
*sigh* | need to increase my concentration span. ;-; 


Despite the internal injuries their bodies suffered from the 
electromagnetic shock, and the numbness that came afterwards, 
Tino and Peter pushed their weakened legs to their limits and 
beyond to get away from the madman that was chasing them. Tino 
ran in front of Peter, pulling him by the wrist to lead him through the 
lower level to the stairs; sometime during the run, Tino and Berwald 
exchanged a sad, apologetic goodbye from the corner of their eyes 
before they split up, Berwald taking a different direction towards the 
wine cellars. 


"Mama! Mama, what's going on?" Peter panted besides Tino, looking 
over his shoulder. "Where's Papa? Why is Uncle Mathias acting like 
this?!" 


"Peter, this is not the time for questions!" Tino panted hurriedly. But ! 
do hope Berwald will be okay, he thought afterwards. Please stay 
safe, honey! 


"But Mama-" Peter looked over his shoulder again and gasped. 
"Mama! He's coming!" 


"| know, baby, just stay calm!" Tino said without looking back. He 
knew that Mathias had just appeared up the stairs and was coming 
up quickly behind them, closing the distance between himself and 
the two nations with every second that passed. Such a fact made 
Tino's heart race and the image of his son, his baby, brutally tortured 
and murdered in any fashion that Mathias willed made his stomach 
lurch with fear, but he couldn't let his mind go crazy now, not with 


Peter still with him. He needed to keep his mind collected in order to 
protect Peter and hide them both properly and survive Mathias's 
twisted "game". 


Behind Tino and Peter, Mathias charged ahead and followed them 
as they ran through the upstairs hall. He would've went after 
Berwald- seeing as how the guy pretty much cornered himself in the 
wine cellar- and taken down what he knew was going to be his 
toughest prey, or even went after Emil with the kid's disabled leg 
making the chase easier, but there was just something so fascinating 
about chasing a mother protecting his young. Plus, the mere thought 
of Berwald's face when he finds his husband and kid as nothing 
more than mere violated corpses (if he survives long enough to see 
it) was delicious enough for Mathias to try Tino first. 


Mathias watched Tino as the nation dragged the child through the 
hall. Tino made a quick turn around the corner and almost made 
Peter trip over his own feet. Tino gripped Peter's wrist tighter and 
yanked him upright. He then paused, whipped his head from side to 
side. Probably looking for a room to hide in, Mathias guessed as he 
became closer and closer to the still pair. 


His guess was right. When Tino noticed that Mathias was but a few 
feet away, he ran to the closest room there was and slammed the 
door. Mathias shook his head and chuckled as he reached the door 
and tried the doorknob, twisting it like he saw killers do in horror 
movies to freak out their victims. 


Inside the room, Tino pressed his body against the door and dug his 
heels into the carpet, taking panicking breaths as the doorknob 
shook vigorously. Oh, Lord. OhLordohLordohLordohLordohLo 
rdohLord, oh my goodness, this isn't happening! Tino thought. 
Please let this be a joke! Mathias wouldn't do this to us! 


"Mama, what now?" Peter asked, his voice quivering as hard as his 
knees. 


"| don't know, Peter, | don't Know!" Tino replied. He looked up at his 
son and he felt his heart break once more at the strong sense of fear 
emanated from the small body. 

SLAM! 


"Eek!" Tino yelped as the Dane slammed himself into the door. He 
pushed against it and gritted his teeth as Peter screamed and 
cowered further away into the opposite wall. "No! Stop!" 


SLAM! 

"Mama!" Peter cried. 

"Peter, just stay there!" 

SLAM! 

"Mama, he's going to get in!" 

"Peter, go and hide-!" 

With the final slam, Tino flung forward and just missed crashing into 
Peter as Mathias barged in through the door, his shoulders hunched 
in a menacing stature. When Tino quickly shoved Peter behind him, 
Mathias tilted his head in mock admiration and smiled at the 
motherly protection. 

“Mama...” 

"Peter, calm down," Tino said in a hushed voice. 

"Mama, he's here!" 


"| know, Peter!" Tino hissed over his shoulder. "Just don't panic!" 


"But the kid has a right to be afraid, doesn't he?" Mathias asked. 


Tino turned his attention back to Mathias and scrunched his face in a 
defensive glower. He bent slightly forward with one hand held up ina 
fist and the other behind him, his palm instinctively pressed onto 
Peter's chest; it seemed as if Tino was ready to either fight for Peter 
to live, or run with him and hide him in safety. 


Mathias snickered and crept closer, He wasn't going to allow either 
to happen. 


"Mama!" Peter cried as Mathias took a step. He whimpered more 
and more the closer Mathias came, latching onto his mother's arm 
as Tino backed away. When Mathias's arrogantly cold eyes flickered 
to the child, Peter sobbed and nearly squeezed the blood out of 
Tino's arm. 


Mathias shook his head and clicked his tongue. In a dark yet even 
purr, SO emotionless and smooth that Tino's spine shuddered, "I 
have no clue which one of you to fuck and kill first: you because 
you're so damn hot, or Peter so | can shut him the hell up." 


Tino's glower deepened with absolute disgust at what he just heard. 
He took a quick look over his shoulder again to look at Peter and bit 
his lip at the sight of his son's face glistening and soaked with tears 
and sweat. He then returned his glare at Mathias and sighed. /f it 
could buy Peter some time to run and hide... 

“Peter, go." 

"What?!" Peter gasped. 


Tino turned slightly and began pushing Peter away. "I said go, 
Peter!" 


"But Mama, | don't want to be alone!" 
"Neither do |, but you have to run, now go!” 


"Mama-!" 


"GO!" With a large, forceful push, Tino moved Peter away. Peter 
looked back at his mother, begging with his tearful eyes to let him 
stay and not be separated, before he finally resigned and reluctantly 
sprinted out the door. 


Mathias watched the boy leave and gave Tino a coy grin. "Well, that 

settles it for me, then." He shrugged. "Looks like it's just you and me. 
Which is good | guess; | really can't perform at my best with others in 
the room watching me, especially a kid." 


"Shut the hell up!" Tino spat. "Stop it with your disgusting shit, you 
twisted bastard! Stop this while you still have a chance to redeem 
yourself! Please!" 


“Redeem myself?’ Really? So after everything you all said about 
how I'm a sick pedophile and that you guys don't even want to be in 
the same house with me or want to see me ever again, if | do just 
enough begging and pleading and groveling at your feet, you all will 
forgive me and forget this entire fiasco?" Mathias caught Tino's lips 
twitch at the corner in faltering agreement and threw his head back 
in barking laughter. 


"Of course you wouldn't, you lying ass! Hm, but it wouldn't matter if it 
was the truth or not, anyway, because | wouldn't even shed a damn 
tear for you guys, let alone grovel on the ground and whimper for 
forgiveness while you all each take a turn in kicking me like a dog; it 
would seriously ruin the plans | formulated and waited for MONTHS 
to enact." 


Upon hearing Mathias's condescending remark, Tino took in a shaky 
breath and nodded. "F-fine, then. There's no other way around this, 
so..." He widened his stance and pressed his feet firmly into the 
floor, balling his fists up in front of him. 


Mathias's eyebrows shot up in surprise. Seeing Tino take ona 
fighting stance with so much resolve was a bit of a surprise- albeit a 
pleasant one- for the man who knew Tino as nothing more than a 
helpless flower despite his citizens' history of military prowess. If he 


didn't have a gun in his hand, Tino would usually just turn to Berwald 
for protection or try reasoning with his opponent (just as he did 
moments ago). 


| guess it must be the circumstance he's in, Mathias guessed. Looks 
like he's not as timid as he seems when he has to protect his baby. 
As he appreciated Tino in a new light, Mathias stepped closer and 
closer to Tino, his fists raised as well. 


Oh, Berwald, Tino thought as he kept his glare fixed on the Dane, if / 
don't make it, please stay alive, for yourself and Peter. Please keep 
him safe... 


"You know they're both gonna die, right~?" Mathias teased as if he 
read Tino's silent plea. 


That pushed him. Tino lunged at Mathias and swung fist after fist 
targeted at his jaw, all of them Mathias easily dodged. Okay, new 
note, Mathias thought as he flinched backward from another blow, 
Tino's totally unfocused when angered. Maybe he won't be a 
problem. When Tino attempted a roundhouse kick to the ribs, 
Mathias caught his leg by the calf, twisted it to the point that the knee 
started to pop, and smiled as he relished the pained whimpers 
coming from the Finn's throat. Tino tried to shake his leg free, which 
made the pain worse, so he jumped on his other foot, twisted in the 
air, and slammed the heel of his free foot into Mathias's jaw. That 
caused Mathias to let go of Tino's leg and they both fell to the 
ground. 


Wow, that actually worked? Tino wondered in surprise as he stood 
up. When he stood up straight, the small tingle from his knee 
intensified to near-crippling pain. He almost fell to the ground and 
cried out in agony, but he didn't want his opponent to see how much 
damage he made with that one ankle twist, so he caught himself and 
bore the injury with a mere wince. 


Mathias rose from the ground, rubbing his bruised and purpling 
cheek and glaring down at Tino with intense malice. Despite his 


injury, though, he still chuckled. "Man, | don't know how much more 
beatings my poor beautiful face can take in one night. | sure do hope 
| can stay pretty long enough for my little kitten. Heh heh heh!" 


Tino snarled softly as he shifted more weight from his stinging knee 
to his good leg without making it noticeable. 


"Ah, Tino," Mathias pouted, "Just because we're fighting, doesn't 
mean you have to force yourself to not laugh at my jokes." 


"Oh, ha ha, your damn sick jokes are so fucking funny, I'm absolutely 
dying here!" Tino sneered back. 


"Oh, good, then everything's working out perfectly for me!" Mathias 
cheered. He threw a punch that landed straight into Tino's nose. The 
impact was so forceful that Tino's head flung back and he lost his 
footing. He stumbled backward for a moment before he regained his 
balance. The look of terror and shock on Tino's face, now witha 
streak of red running from his nostrils to his lip, had Mathias 
bellowing in wild laughter. Mathias swung his fists again, but none of 
them landed as Tino dodged and flinched to avoid being hit again. 
Mathias even noticed that Tino was backing away bit by bit and was 
stepping to the side whenever the opportunity arose. Mathias 
pretended to move by stomping his foot forward and Tino's arms 
instinctively flew up to protect his face. 


This made Mathias giggle inwardly. Well, well, well, looks like the 
timid little fighter is back. He threw another punch. Tino caught his 
wrist, twisted it, and pulled Mathias towards him. He flung Mathias 
back and kicked him in the gut for added measure. Tino then put up 
his fist, but Mathias knew that that was just for show. This was 
proven true as Mathias lunged at him and Tino sidestepped and 
moved further away to increase the distance between them. He 
lunged at Tino again, but Tino shot his leg up, the one with the 
injured knee, and planted his foot into Mathias's chest. They both 
cried out from the hit, but Mathias was the only one who noticed how 
strange it was that they both did so when it was only he that was hit. 


Mathias raised an eyebrow. Unless... 


Mathias again lunged for Tino. Instead of trying to attack him, 
though, he simply scurried and jumped around him, making him 
move away to avoid what he thought was another attack. Mathias 
observed every part of Tino's body as he manipulated Tino, seeing 
that something was off about him and the way he moved; he could 
sense that Tino was hiding something. His eyes wandered to Tino's 
legs when he remembered that Tino had cried out in pain when he 
did that kick. Sure enough, Tino was hobbling about, and one leg 
seemed to be more bent, as if he was putting more weigh on it and 
taking less off the straighter leg. Wow, that's the second limb | 
disabled in under a month! Mathias thought giddily. Sweet! 


What is he doing? Tino wondered in a panic. /sn't he going to attack? 
Is he toying with me? Damn him! Frustrated by the perceived 
taunting, Tino stopped weaving side to side and faced Mathias head 
on, ready to fight him while he played around. But he wasn't 
prepared for Mathias to switch tactics so quickly, so he didn't dodge 
Mathias as he made a sharp kick right into the bad knee. 


"Aaaagh!" Tino screeched and fell back against an end table as his 
limb burned from the inside out. Mathias grabbed him by the collar 
and front of his pajama shirt and hefted him high above the ground. 
He flung Tino to the bedside table, where Tino's body smashed the 
furniture piece flat. Tino wrapped his arms around his torso and 
writhed from the impact. When he saw Mathias approaching, he took 
up a table lamp that fell from the bedside table and swung it at 
Mathias, who easily knocked it out of Tino's grasp with the back of 
his hand. Tino tried to cower away from Mathias as far as possible 
and whimpered as he backed into the wall. 


Mathias clicked his tongue and shook his head. "Boy, are you so 
pathetic!" he sneered as he grabbed Tino's injured leg by the ankle 
again and dragged him closer. He held Tino up, making him dangle 
upside-down. "I mean, yeah, | Knew that you weren't going to be as 
strong as Berwald and hold out as long as | know he would, but | 


was really hoping that you'd hold out longer than this, man! What a 
disappointment, bro..." 


"Let me go!" Tino cried. He swung his fists at Mathias. 


Mathias playfully swung him from side to side before dropping him 
on the floor, pressing his foot on Tino's back so he couldn't get away. 
"Sorry, no can do, because that would be so unfair to the others!" 


Tino clawed into the carpet to crawl away and escape. "Let me go! 
Get your dirty feet off of me!" 


"Hm, okay." Mathias removed his foot, but didn't let Tino go. Instead, 
he squatted over Tino, pulling him closer underneath him so he can 
straddle his hips from behind. Tino began to struggle under the 
weight. "Still, it would've been cool to fight you a bit longer, but 
beggars can't be choosers, now can we?" 


Tino pushed up against the beneath him. "Mathias, stop this now!" 
He then added softly through clenched teeth, "Please... !" When 
Tino felt his shirt sliding up on his back, he started to wriggle under 
Mathias more and more in a panicked fit. "No!" 


Mathias ran the tip of his finger inside the smooth curve of Tino's 
spine. "You know, | haven't noticed until now that you have really 
nice skin, so soft and creamy smooth. | can see why Berwald wanted 
to fuck you so much, Tino. | think I'm getting hard, myself." He 
lowered his lips to Tino's ear and breathed, "Or maybe it's the way 
you keep grinding against my dick like that when you struggle." 


"Nol" 


Tino threw his head back into Mathias's face and jabbed his elbow 
into Mathias as hard as he can. When Mathias reared back in pain 
and surprise, Tino clawed at the carpet again to get away. Angered, 
Mathias grabbed Tino by his collar, pulled Tino back under him, and 
grabbed a handful of Tino's hair, slamming his head into the floor. 
Tino cried out in pain into the carpet. 


"Fuck! Okay, that's long enough!" Mathias yelled. He reached under 
Tino, grabbed each side of his pajama shirt, and ripped it open under 
him. He pulled the shirt back over Tino's arms until it gathered tightly 
around Tino's wrists. He rose up and raised Tino's hips up and 
aligned it with his own pelvis. 


Tears and snot dribbled down the side of Tino's flushed face. "P- 
please, Mathias, don't! Don't turn into this," Tino pleaded as Mathias 
pulled his pajama bottoms and underwear down to his knees. 


Mathias gazed at the exposed buttocks with a hungry glower. He slid 
the waistline of his own pants down underneath his hardened 
genitals and took his tip between his fingers. "First up: Finland," 
Mathias stated matter-of-factly as he guided himself inside. 


Tino gasped and looked over his shoulder at Mathias's actions with 
wild eyes. "No! No! No! Nooo! " 


The Buck 


Berwald can't do it anymore. He can't hide anymore; he can't wait 
around in the dark corners of the basement as his husband and son, 
his family that he raised, are out there unprotected with that 
psychotic killer running rampant with nothing but murder on the 
mind. If Berwald knew anything about Mathias, he knew that even if 
Mathias had given up his barbaric ways as a Viking, there was still a 
bit of that bloodthirsty fighter inside him that was merciless towards 
anyone and everyone if set off, and he can guess that it was steadily 
grew, feeding off Mathias's sanity until none was left to withhold that 
demonic nature. 


Berwald wanted to kick himself; a while ago, he sensed that 
something was off, yet definitely familiar, about Mathias's current 
behavior. He saw the calculating sneer on Mathias's face, as if the 
man had some secret plan and was playing nice and naive until the 
secret can finally come to fruition. Why didn't he mention this to 
anyone? Why didn't he mention the emotionless glint that Mathias 
gets in his eyes only when he truly wants to enact some sort of 
bloody vengeance? It was because of his inability to stop giving out 
the benefit of the doubt, the hope that maybe they all have recovered 
from such a way of living and have moved on to a more civilized and 
moral lifestyle. Maybe he shouldn't have expected progress from a 
man who could turn from docile and goofy to raging and violent in 
one swift second (quicker if he had some alcohol in his system) even 
if a majority of his citizens have progressed. 


| should've killed him when I had the chance... 


He ground his teeth into each other as pained screaming echoed so 
loudly that it seemed to shake the entire mansion. Or maybe it shook 
Berwald, with his recognizing the voice that cried out in torment. He 
didn't know which was worse: knowing that if he addressed his 
suspicions earlier he probably could've put a stop to this before it 
started, or the fact that no matter how much every cell in his body 


wanted to run upstairs and fight Mathias to save his husband he 
remained squatting in the basement, hiding in the dark so that he 
doesn't have to face the torture of those damned microscopic 
Mathias snuck down their throats. Berwald kicked himself mentally 
over and over again; how could such little toys that he couldn't even 
see cause him so much fear at the fiery electrical currents they 
produced? Hadn't he suffered worse? Maybe it was the way that 
Mathias had control of those little robots and, overall their entire 
bodies, that filled Berwald with too much fear to act out on his 
protective urge... 


"No," Berwald hissed to himself, shaking his head so rapidly that his 
glasses almost slipped off. He needed to stop analyzing; analyzing 
every single detail of the situation meant that he was getting ready to 
panic, and he can't panic, not now, not when he has to participate in 
this psychotic game in order to survive and make a tremendous 
effort to not go sprinting towards his screaming husband, both 
wearing away at his mental health and making him nauseous. 


"No, don't!" Berwald heard Tino cry. He clenched his jaw and his 
fists. | can't go... 


"Stop, please!" 


"Oh, shut the hell up, already!" Mathias... panted? Berwald 
scrunched his eyebrows together. Why is Mathias panting...? 


"Get off of me! No!" 

"Shut up, I'm almost finished!" 

Is he...?! Oh, God, no! 

" No, please, stop! " 

| can't go up there, Berwald said as his body involuntarily charged 


forward and through the doors of the basement. / can't go up there. 
He'll just kill us both. 


His mind repeatedly told him to not go upstairs because that'll just 
make everything worse; Mathias will set off that shock collar thing 
and then what? Both Berwald and Tino with be tortured by the tool, 
paralyzing Berwald so much that he could do no more than lie there 
and watch his husband be both raped and electrocuted until they 
both die, with only the hope that Lukas and Emil can stay alive and 
protect Peter. 


But there has to be a chance, a slight chance that he can fight 
Mathias and beat him and save them all. 


That chance was what Berwald held on to as he neared the bedroom 
that held Tino and Mathias. "Tino!" Berwald shouted as he halted at 
the door and glared. 


Standing in the center of the bedroom was Mathias, his back 
towards the door and Berwald. He jumped at the sudden scream and 
turned around to face Berwald. Mathias was holding Tino ina 
headlock inches above the floor with a hand holding onto his chin. 
Harsh grunting and whining came from Tino's throat as it strained 
against the limb wrapped tightly around it. Tino dangled and wriggle 
in Mathias's grasp like a newly-caught fish hanging from a line. Both 
of their faces were flushed and sweaty as if they were exhausted 
from doing strenuous exercise, but Mathias's face had that glow that 
only showed after he had sex. Tino's pajama pants and underwear 
were pulled down to his knees, and a creamy pink substance, blood 
and semen, stained his bruising thighs. 


"Tino!" Berwald cried out. 

"Ugh, hey, what're you doing here?!" Mathias growled as he 
readjusted Tino's neck in his arm. "Weren't my rules clear enough?! 
No one comes to anyone's rescue! God, what cheaters you are!" 


Berwald hardened his glare at Mathias. "Mathias, put down Tino 
now! " 


"B-Berwald! Berwald, go!" Tino gasped. "Leave and s-save yourself! 
Ack! Save Peter!" 


"No! I'm going to kill this bastard!" Berwald said, his glaring eyes still 
fixed on his brother. 


"Uh, hello?" Mathias said. "Don't ignore me, here! You know, the guy 
who has the remote control that can mean slow, painful deaths for 
you both?" He scoffed. "Whatever, I'm done with this one, anyway, 
and you coming in to interrupt just made finding you much easier for 
me." 


"Berwald, go!" Tino shrieked in panic. "Go now! Don't worry about 
me and just go! " 


Mathias nuzzled his nose into Tino's hair and smirked into it as he 
saw Berwald visibly shake with rage. "You know, as | fucked the 
literal shit out of this little guy, | was able to see what drew you to 
him," he purred. "Got a nice piece of ass here, y'know, all tight and 
warm and stuff? A bit sensitive, but | guess Tino must've been a real 
trooper to be able to handle your massive cock inside him, eh?" 


"Mathias, let Tino go, now, you sick fuck or I'll kill you!" 

"Didn't | say that | was finished with him? Calm your damn dick, bro!" 
Mathias tensed the muscles in his arms, quickly sliding his arm and 
hand into position. "Look, I'll show you!" 

"Berwald-!" 

Snap. 

With a swift jerk of his arms, Mathias twisted Tino's head around ina 
fatal angle, snapping the spinal cord in Tino's neck and causing 
Tino's face to completely align with his back. 


Time seemed to slow for Berwald even as Tino's death happened so 
quickly. He watched with widened, horrified eyes as his husband's 


body limply crumbled to the ground at his brother's feet. Berwald 
could hear his heart beating in his ears as Tino's beautiful, once- 
jovial and optimistic face was nothing more than a forever-still mask 
molded into an expression of both terror and eerie calm. Berwald's 
vision started to swim blood red as he took a step closer to Tino's 
corpse, weakly holding a hand up to reach for him, soft whimpering 
escaping his quivering lips. 


"T-Tino..." 
Mathias held his hands up innocently. "See?" He grinned. "Done!" 


Berwald twitched, inhaling deeply through his mouth. A moment later, 
he howled. He howled to the walls surrounding them in grief and fury 
as he stampeded to Mathias, bent low to tackle him by the lower 
half. 


Mathias chuckled lowly. Usually goes for lower body, especially hips, 
and uses brute force. He matched Berwald's stance just as Berwald 
came into contact with him, making the two attack each other head 
to head like bucks pushing their horns at each other. Mathias 
chuckled some more, enjoying the violent side of Berwald now that 
he was able to at least fight him on equal grounds instead of 
cowering underneath him, waiting for Berwald to finish punching his 
jaw into fine dust. 


This fight was turning into a stalemate, with both men grappling each 
other and trying to use force to push the other to the ground. They 
were both bruising each other's shoulders with their fierce grips, but 
neither were willing to breaking their concentration for a simple 
bruise. Bored with the lack of variety in this match, Mathias decided 
to change things up by slamming his forehead into Berwald's 
forehead. The impact caused Berwald to flinch back in pain, and that 
gave Mathias an opportunity to punch Berwald in the ribcage. 
Berwald doubled over from the pain before forcing himself to stand 
straight and bear through it as he went after Mathias again. He 
smashed his fist into Mathias's jaw and wrapped his arms around 
Mathias's neck into a headlock, intending to deal the same fate Tino 


had suffered. Mathias quickly caught on to Berwald's idea and 
reached behind himself for Berwald's shoulder. Grabbing onto the 
fabric of Berwald's pajama shirt, Mathias jerked forward and yanked 
Berwald over his back, flipping them both forward to the ground. 


The two nations scrambled to their feet with Mathias giggling in the 
purest delight. There was giddiness fluttering inside him because it 
has been a long time since he and Berwald fought like this; the little 
fistfights they shared because they were annoyed with each other or 
wanted to blow off some testosterone did not compared to the 
battles they fought each other back then: with merciless hands, 
inhuman hearts, and intent to kill on the mind, the kind of bloodthirsty 
hate that Mathias could see glinting in Berwald's cold, blue eyes. 
There was something so exciting about seeing those eyes void of 
humanity, dark even though the color was as bright as a Summer's 
day. But Mathias knew that he could be pushed a bit further. 


As the two crashed into each other, punching each other in every 
area they left unprotected, Mathias pored through his mental vault of 
insults, little quips and teasing he made that were left unused during 
their battles against each other. None of them were any good, 
though. They had too much "lighthearted" humor in them to truly 
burrow deep in the Swede's skin. Not even the good, harsh, 
homophobic insults he made when he learned of Berwald's sexual 
orientation were too useless to bring out the real monster in Berwald 
(and it seemed too stupid to use anyhow, what with Mathias fucking 
Lukas before he was even willing to admitted that he was attracted 
to men as well) and he wanted that beast out. That beast made 
everything fun. 


Realizing that he was going to have to come up with something good 
on the spot, Mathias stopped sifting through his list of insults and 
started to think of things about Berwald that he could use, something 
that would be enough to push him over the edge. Berwald swung his 
fists at Mathias, causing Mathias to duck and weave from side to 
side. As Mathias ducked from another of Berwald's blow, he shot his 
head upward into Berwald's chin. The glasses flew off from 


Berwald's nose and a bottom tooth dropped from Berwald's mouth. 
Berwald had blood running from his bottom lip, and he had to squint 
in order to see, but that didn't make Berwald seem weaker to 
Mathias. In fact, if it wasn't for the fun he already had with Tino, 
Mathias swore he would have had a boner from the way those things 
made Berwald look more brutish and murderous. That thought made 
Mathias lose focus, which allowed Berwald to smash his fist into 
Mathias's face. Mathias stumbled backwards, covering his bleeding 
nose with his hand. The punch made him dizzy in the head, but 
when he almost tripped over Tino's corpse, his mind worked quickly 
enough to finally add insult to injury, something that'll make this fight 
more fun. 


Looking down nonchalantly at the blood pooling the palm of his 
hand, Mathias snickered. "You know what's funny about this, Berry?" 


"Shut the fuck up," Berwald panted, wiping his own blood off his lip 
and chin. He turned his head and spat out the blood that gathered in 
his mouth. 


"Heh, rude. Anyway, people tend to say that you and | are totally 
different. Y'know, what with you being so mysterious and quiet that 
people tend to want to run from you and | being so bold and fun that 
even those who hate me can't resist my presence, something like a 
refreshing, bright spring coming after the cold, bitter winter. But 
having this fight with you, standing here with this blood in my hands 
that you drew, made me realize something. We're more alike than 
they think. We're both blonde, blue-eyed, tall Scandinavian nations; 
we'll both kill in cold blood if pushed far enough, and we both raped 
Tino." 


Berwald's eyes snapped up at his brother. "What the hell did you 
say?!" 


"What, do you honestly think that | don't know? | mean, come on, 
how else were you going to get the guy to go to bed with you 
besides a good ass-pounding against his will? It was obvious Tino 
didn't want to go with you when you left my ruling, and he sure as 


hell didn't want to be your bottom-bitch- oh, excuse me, | mean 
‘husband’. So I'm guessing that you gave it to him bad until he was 
so mentally warped from the torture that he had to change his mind 
about you, seeing as how he had no other choice but to stay with the 
monster that had control over him or just go back to the other 
monster that reigned over him. Gotta give you props for being able to 
brainwash him long enough to make him stay with you, but it isn't 
love, little bro; no one can tolerate your freakish appearance long 
enough to feel that for you." 


Mathias playfully bounced on his toes and swung his arms. "They 
don't call it Stockholm Syndrome for nothing~..." 


Berwald's heart stopped. At first Berwald stood still, bent slightly from 
exhaustion that started to set in once the two had paused the fight 
between them. His breath held in his lungs, and his eyes stretched 
wide in disbelief. His breathing started again in only slow intervals, 
building up in a heavier amount and a quicker pace until it almost 
seemed like he was going to hyperventilate and break down in tears. 


"I'M GOING TO FUCKING KILL YOU!" 


Berwald came at him like an angry bull, grappling Mathias at the 
hips. Berwald picked him up high and slammed him down onto the 
floor, and climbed on top of him. After one fierce punch to the jaw, 
Mathias put both of his arms up to block any more that came his 
way. Blinded by rage, it took Berwald a few moments to see that his 
fists weren't doing any damage, so he yanked up one of Mathias's 
arm and clamped his teeth into the flesh. 


"AAAAAGH! What the flying fuck?! " Mathias shook his arm wildly, 
screaming in shock and pain as he tried to free his arm. There was a 
hint of laughter in his screaming when he noticed that Berwald's 
eyes were bloodshot and that even his irises glowed hellishly. 


Berwald bit deeper into the flesh, making a small growling noise as 
the arm shook in his jaw. Berwald wrapped his hand around 
Mathias's neck and squeezed it, satisfaction growing in his feral 


mind as he felt Mathias's jugular veins pulse against his palm and 
fingers. He went further to ensure more damage by digging his 
fingernails into the throat, the nails slicing into the skin and slowly 
bringing up some trickles of blood. Mathias frantically fought back by 
pushing against Berwald's face and kicking his legs. He sputtered 
and gasped for air as his lungs began to burn. Panicking, Mathias 
went with punching Berwald right in the bridge of his nose as a last 
resort before he completely succumbed to the darkness. 


The punch did work as Berwald's head flinched back and his grip on 
both the arm and the neck weakened. Mathias pushed Berwald off 
and rolled away. When he pushed himself up from the floor, he 
hissed quietly as a sickeningly hot sting of pain shot through the arm 
Berwald latched onto. He touched his fingers to the wetness he felt 
running down his limb; Berwald's teeth broke through the skin and 
left a somewhat deep gash where the blood poured freely. He cursed 
under his breath and pressed his palm onto the gash to stop as 
much bleeding as possible, but his attention towards it was diverted 
as he heard a wild cry. He looked up just as Berwald charged at him 
and tackled him at the hips, but instead of falling to the ground again, 
Mathias steadied his footing and balled his hands tightly together. He 
slammed his hands into Berwald's back and kneed him in the chest. 
He pushed Berwald away and swung his fist in a fierce uppercut that 
made Berwald fly back almost halfway across the room. Mathias 
looked around and noticed the broken pieces of what used to be a 
bedside table before Tino fell on it. He dove towards it and picked up 
a table leg. 


When Berwald charged at him again, Mathias swung his table leg 
like a bat at Berwald's head, making Berwald's head twist to the side 
with the force. Berwald gave a short cry of agony before turning his 
piercing glare back at Mathias, giving Mathias a view of the extent of 
the damage that table leg did. There was a gash that ran upward 
and diagonally on Berwald's cheek and continued across Berwald's 
nose, with little, almost unnoticeable pieces of flesh hanging from the 
cut. Mathias glanced at his weapon, now seeing that the end piece 
was jagged and had a high sharp point covered with blood. Once 


more, Berwald charged at Mathias, attempting to attack Mathias. 
Mathias swung his table leg again. Berwald stopped in his track and 
bent back from the weapon just as it was going to slice his neck, but 
Mathias kicked him in the stomach to the floor. He jumped on top of 
his brother and turned him on his stomach. Before Berwald could 
fight him off, Mathias stabbed his table leg into the Swede's back. 


"AAAAAAAAGH"" Berwald stiffened as the table leg stabbed into his 
spine. He hyperventilated as Mathias slowly dragged the jagged 
piece out of his back. Mathias chuckled lowly as his brother's rapid 
breathing filled his insides, melting him in giddiness. He playfully 
held the weapon above Berwald's back, moving it up and down to 
decide which part of the back was going to be next. He then 
shrugged and just stabbed into the spine at a random spot, making 
sure to dig it deep into the cord. Berwald twitched under him and 
released everything that was in his bowels. Mathias got him, he 
knew that he got Berwald very well, but to be sure and just for the 
heck of it, Mathias yanked his table leg out and stabbed it higher, 
right between the shoulder blades. 


When Mathias was finished, he stood up and observed his 
handwork. The back of Berwald's shirt was stained red, and the red 
grew bigger as more blood gushed out. It soon stained his sides and 
underneath him. Berwald was limp- paralyzed- but he could still 
move his eyes. He looked up at his older brother peripherally and 
sputtered weakly, too weak and sick from what he endured to form 
coherent speech. 


Mathias clicked his tongue as he walked around to Berwald's head 
and squatted near it. "Wow, that was pretty fun, huh?" he whispered 
to Berwald, stroking the bangs from Berwald's forehead. "It's beena 
while since we fought like this. Like what, two, three centuries? | 
missed that side of you, Berwald, the one that wasn't afraid to fight 
when the going went tough." He sighed. "And | guess I'm going to 
have to miss it Some more." He then brought his mouth closer to 
Berwald's head, smiling gently. "You're going to die now, okay? Don't 
know exactly when, but I'm guessin' maybe twenty, thirty minutes, by 


the way you're bleeding out? But hey, I'll be nice and make your 
death as pleasant as possible." 


Mathias slid his hands under Berwald's shoulder and began ulling 
him to Tino, grunting, "I'll hold off on fucking you until you're dead 
since | already got enough action from Tino, and I'll let you die next 
to your sweet, beautiful, dead husband, so you can both go off to 
heaven together with your fluttery little wings and cute little cherubs. 
And don't worry ‘bout Pete, okay? I'll make sure he goes after you 
guys and meet you up there. You'll have a nice little family reunion!" 


"No..." 


Mathias shot up and frowned in confusion upon hearing the small, 
shaky voice, dropping Berwald's top half. He spun around and 
smiled at Peter standing in the doorway. 


"No... !" Peter repeated as his body started to shake. His eyes 
started to glisten with tears when they met the sight of his mother 
and father, both unmoving and maliciously tortured as he could tell 
by the blood all over Berwald's torso and the bruises and blood on 
Tino; Peter couldn't really tell, but he thought that he could see his 
mother's head was twisted all the way to the back. This wasn't what 
he expected when he came running after hearing his father's howls 
of pain. Everything that he was seeing now made him want to vomit 
and urinate and just pass out, but all he did was stare and gape at 
his dead family. 


Mathias tilted his head and smiled giddily. "Hey, Petey~!" 


" NO!" Peter shrieked in such a high-pitched voice that it nearly 
pierced Mathias's eardrums. He turned on his heels and bolted 
away. 


After a few moments passed, Mathias shook his head and clicked 
his tongue, going back to moving his brother next to his brother-in- 
law before they died separately. "| swear, you Oxenstierna family are 


really making this easy for me!" he laughed before running after 
Peter. 


Whoa, you guys, | am SO sorry that this is so late! | wanted to finish 
this chapter and post it, but wow, was coming to this pretty scary, 
and just when | had enough ovaries to come back to this and 
continue this, my Internet went AWOL and just disconnected, so | 
had to wait. (Plus, | did get sidetracked a lot by some pretty funny 
ask blogs | found on Tumblr. Sorry for letting myself get distracted so 
much with that.) 


Anyway, I'm sorry again, and | hope this makes up for it and the 
other possible late updates that may come. *bows* 


The Fawn 


Peter was breathless as he ran. His entire body was still weak from 
the damage of the nanobots electrocuting every cell in his flesh and 
blood. His lungs burned for the need of oxygen and rest as he 
sobbed uncontrollably over the loss of his mother and father, 
hyperventilated as the panic of possible death pulsated throughout 
his small body, and panted heavily as his legs pumped rapidly into 
the ground, pushing him as far from the monster coming after him as 
they could. 


Right behind the child ran Mathias, eagerly giving pursuit as he 
thought of how easier this game was than he actually thought. Like 
Peter, Mathias too was sore down to his very bones from fighting two 
men in one night- with one of them almost killing him- but the 
possibility of capturing Peter and ending the Oxenstierna family in 
one go crushed the exhaustion and ache without effort. The boy was 
small and weak and oh so s/ow that Mathias figured that much effort 
wouldn't be needed to kill him. In fact, at the rate this game is 
progressing, the week won't even be over before Mathias's killed 
them off and won the game. That thought brought a smile to his lips 
as Mathias decreased the distance between himself and Peter just 
as they were getting to the stairs. 


Hearing the heavy stomping coming closer behind him, Peter 
jumped onto the rail of the stairway and slid on it to the lower level. 
When he reached the landing, he jumped off the railing and quickly 
glanced up at his uncle with fright prevalent in his eyes before 
disappearing into the darkness. 


"Heh, smart kid," Mathias muttered to himself as he reached the 
stairs as well. He mimicked Peter's move on the rail and followed the 
child's path. As he ran blindly into the room, squinting into it to find 
some hint of movement or a silohuette of a child's body, Mathias felt 
up and down the wall for the light switch, cursing himself for not 
bothering to memorize at least the tiny details of his house, and 


swearing even louder when he remembered the one detail that 
would have helped him the most at this point. He clapped his hands 
loudly and the sound-activated lights switched on, allowing Mathias 
to spot a moving blur just before it disappeared around the corner 
and into the hallway. 


"Run along, little fawn, run along~!" Mathias cooed loudly. He went 
after Peter again in a half-jog, half-skip pace, switching on the lights 
in the hall with a quick clap of his hands. Again, his eyes met the 
sight of the small child running frantically for his life, a view that 
heightened the predatorial focus and instincts within his mind so 
much so that he could practically feel some drool moist the corner of 
his lip, like a lynx preparing to taste the deliciousness of young fawn 
flesh. 


"Leave me alone!" Peter cried over his shoulder. He stopped running 
when he noticed the doors aligning the walls of the hallway and 
yanked open the one closest to him. He shut it behind himself, 
locked it, and looked around, finding that he ran into the recreation 
room, occupied by a couple of pool tables, a flat screen television 
mounted high above a hockey table, a flashy-looking sound system, 
a couch in the center, and many arcade games placed along the wall 
like a fence for the play space. 


Peter went to one of the arcade games standing along the opposite 
wall, pushed against the back to move it forward as Mathias shook 

the doorknob- his heart rapidly beating in a frightened frenzy as the 
machine moved too slowly for his comfort- and hurriedly squeezed 

himself into the cramped space. 


Mathias took a step back from the door and kicked at it, pounding 
the bottom of his foot near the doorknob until the wood around it 
splintered. One more kick completely shattered the wood, and the 
door swung opened and hit the wall with a bang, making Peter jump 
and hug his knees tight. 


No, no, please, no, Peter prayed silently. He slowly breathed into the 
crevice of his knees to calm his nerves in a method that his father 


showed him- inhale through the nose, hold it in while thinking of an 
image that is soothing, and exhale through the mouth- but kept his 
ears alert for the nation lurking within the room with him. The 
breathing exercises weren't working; with each footstep Mathias 
made, Peter's heart sped up, pounding against his chest and 
counteracting any sedation he felt. 


Mathias stood in the center of the room in front of the couch, glanced 
at the many arcade games that stood around the room and shook 
his head as his eyes lingered on one that looked too out of place 
from all the others. 


"Damn, Peter, you sure are a pretty fast kid," he chuckled. He 
walked to the pool tables and placed his hands under one of its 
edges. "You're actually much faster than your pop, dude. Admittedly, 
I'm kind of surprise that | was able to Keep up with you." 


Peter stared down in confusion at the ground. He bit his bottom lip 
and stiffened his shoulders, preparing to stifle his reactions. He must 
stay hidden for as long as possible; hopefully, long enough to "win" 
this psychotic game of Mathias's and make it out alive. 


"| mean, yeah, I'm here, and you're here, and unless by some 
miracle you manage to get by me and escape this room, I'm still 
coming after you to kill you, but you did give me a good chase. Hell, | 
think you were pretty much up there with Ice when it comes to 
running." Mathias squatted slightly and prepared to put the weight on 
his knees. "Too bad the world's not going to witness such amazing 
speed when | find you..." 


Mathias looked at the moved arcade game and tightened his grip on 
the edge of the pool table. "UNDER HERE" He lifted the pool table 
and flipped it over. 


Even though Peter had his whole body tensed up to prevent any 
reactions from giving away his location, he still squeaked and 
jumped as the pool table crashed to the floor. Oh, my goodness. Oh, 
my goodness, please, no! Calm down, okay?! 


Looking down at the upside pool table, Mathias clicked his tongue in 
mocked disappointment. "Huh, guess | was wrong this time. Anyway, 
what was | talking about? Oh, that's right!" He went to the next the 
pool table and prepared to lift that one as well. "You know, | can't 
quite understand how you are so fast that | barely caught you, yet 
you couldn't get away from me on that one night a while back..." 


Peter gasped and started to shiver. That night... no... He jumped 
again as another crash boomed throughout the room. 


Mathias walked around the second flipped pool table and strolled 
leisurely about, keeping his hands in his pockets and making sure to 
make as loud of footsteps as possible, keeping his ears opened in 
the direction of the arcade game that he knew Peter was hiding 
behind. "| guess the good thing about you being fast is that you 
make this more fun than | would have ever thought. Guess | 
should've expected the most fun from the wildest, most imaginative 
member of the family, especially with the awesome games of hide- 
and-seek you used to make me play with you... 


"Still, can't let you get away, now can |?" Mathias went to an arcade 
game far off from where Peter was and placed his hands behind it. 
"If | did that, then what's the point of creating this whole game to 
begin with, right? I'm in it to win it, kiddo!" 


Why is he saying all of this? Peter wondered to himself as he 
stiffened himself. He steeled himself just in time to hold in a cry as 
he heard another bang. 


Mathias merrily jumped over the facedown game and went to the 
next one. "It is kind of too bad that | have to kill ya off as soon as | 
find you. Now that | think about it, it would be cool to let you run off 
so | can chase you some more, wouldn't it? Gives us more one-on- 
one uncle and nephew time together before | never see you again. 
Maybe | would've been able to teach you some more lessons to 
learn, ah, ‘the hard way’. Ha ha!" He pushed the second arcade 
game down. 


Peter gasped in surprise and hugged his knees to his chest. He 
closed his eyes and tried Berwald's breathing method again, this 
time breathing faster and faster as the footsteps crept closer. When it 
was getting worse, Peter pressed his hands onto his mouth to block 
the heavy breathing noises. 


Even though it was muffled, Mathias could still here the boy's 
hyperventilation starting up. As he picked another arcade game that 
was closer to where Peter hid, he was able to clearly see a corner of 
the boy's pajama shirt spread out on the floor in open view. It was 
another clue that showed Mathias where Peter was, though at this 
point he really didn't need it. "You know, you really took to heart the 
lesson | taught you that night. I've never seen a kid so quiet before in 
my entire existence, and I've lived through both Norge's and Ice's 
childhoods! 


"| didn't really want to have to do that to you so early- you know, 
before the whole chase started because | wanted to save your body 
for later- but you kind of forced me to play my hand back there." 
Mathias chuckled and kicked at the bottom corner of the arcade 
game with his toed. "And now I'm pretty glad that | went on ahead 
with the rape. | got to discipline you when your mom and dad failed 
to do so, instead letting you become a loud-mouth brat that ran on 
too much sugar and too little structure. 


Mathias licked his lips as he reminisced. "... Heh, and | got a little 
taste of how delicious a young, beautiful body can be, so there's 
another good reason why | did that. Can't wait for another bite." 


Peter didn't want to know what he meant by all of this; he wasn't 
quite sure why his uncle was making his body seem like some kind 
of treat to be eaten, but he knew that if this recollecting the night that 
Mathias raped him was anything to go by, all this talk of "delicious 
body" and "another bite" were implications that shook Peter to his 
very frightened core. 


"N-n-no..." Peter sobbed softly. His Knees shook together violently 
as his hands gripped his head to stop the pounding in his head. His 


stomach wrenched and twisted in a sickening and painful knot. "Not 
again..." He could feel his bladder getting ready to burst as yet 
another crashing sound, followed by the vibrations underneath him 
as whatever Mathias was doing caused the floor to shake. What is 
he doing ?! 


When Mathias decided that he was finished keeping Peter in 
suspense, he quietly made his way over to the machine that the boy 
hid behind and leaned against the wall beside he. He folded his arms 
and watched Peter completely lose his composure: squatting in the 
dark, gripping his head in his hands, hyperventilating and snivelling 
with tears and snot streaking his face. He waited patiently to see 
how long it would take Peter to notice him standing right next to him; 
it wasn't as fun to grab his prey if it's just sitting there as it was when 
it's running away and making it more challenging. 


Peter pressed his face into his Knees, slowly slouching forward as he 
began to feel lightheaded from his panicking episode. Oh, my God, 
I'm going to die... He's going to get me... Why is he doing this to us? 
What did we do? Was it because | told them by accident? | didn't 
mean to- wait... Beyond his heavy panting, Peter heard light tapping 
close to him. What is that? 


Peter peeked from between his knees. Close by, a large sock- 
covered foot was tapping on the hardwood floor. Peter's gaze 
followed the foot upward to the red plaid pajama pants, large, toned 
arms folded over a blood-stained tee shirt, and sky-blue eyes staring 
back down at him with the slightest hint of impatience. 


The corner of Mathias's lips turned up in a bored expression. " 
‘Sup?" 


Peter gasped and screamed as he turned away and tried to escape 
through the other side of the game. Mathias quickly grabbed Peter 
by the collar of his shirt and pulled him closer and from behind the 
arcade game. As Peter wriggled his body and yanked at his collar to 
free it from Mathias's fingers, Mathias used his other hand to grip 
Peter's throat and hold him high, laughing inwardly at how light the 


child was. Peter dangled in the air, digging his fingernails into the 
flesh of the hand as it squeezed his windpipe. Mathias brought his 
other hand up to the slender neck along with the first one, causing 
the windpipe to close tighter and tighter until Peter was sure that he 
was going to die soon. Peter's tears and drool ran down to Mathias's 
hands. 


As he looked up at Peter, Mathias tilted his head in mock interest. 
There was an empty, immoral sense in the way Mathias grinned 
softly as he contemplated silently. 


Hm, | wonder if | should go for it tonight? | mean, | did just have 
some fun with Tino and | am pretty beat. But damn, this kid is so 
cute and fiesty! Should | just kill him and save his body for 
tomorrow? Naw, I'm doing that with Berwald. Maybe... 


"Well," he purred, finally breaking his silence. "This ended pretty 
quickly for you, huh?" 


Peter flapped his lips and sputtered in an attempt to say "no." 


Mathias lowered Peter and brought him closer, making the tip of their 
noses touch just barely. Peter could feel Mathias's warm breath 
brush his face as he said in a hushed voice, "It was pretty fun while it 
lasted, kiddo. You were pretty okay." He then took Peter's mouth with 
his own, sucking in his lips and sloppily licking the palette and teeth 
with as much passion as he can muster for a child that he barely 
liked. 


Peter wanted to scream. A small whimpering noise rumbled in the 
back of his throat as he tried to scream for help, tried to protest, tried 
to breathe, but he couldn't. This kiss was cutting off the last bit of air 
he could glean, and he could feel his heart rate drop. 


In a last effort to save himself, Peter used up the last of his strength 
to give Mathias a kick to his body. 


Maybe the kick was harder than Peter intended, maybe it was where 
the kick had landed, or maybe it was just the whole unexpectation of 
it all, but Mathias would never expect someone with a light body, 
small limbs, and overall incapability to lift anything heavier than 
twenty pounds to deliver a kick that felt like a steel hammer 
slamming right into his ribcage. Mathias gasped and doubled over, 
releasing Peter to wrap his arms around what he was sure were a 
couple of broken ribs. 


Peter crumpled to the ground, lying still and panting heavily as his 
body started to take in large amounts of air to make up for being cut 
off. There was a hazy feeling in his head and his vision was nothing 
but moving blurs, but once his lungs filled with enough oxygen and 
his blood flow stabilized, the haze in Peter's brain dissappeared, and 
he was able to think clearly again. Get out of there! Pushing himself 
off the floor, Peter tried to run away on his weak legs. Mathias broke 
out of his hellish physical torture long enough to remember that he 
had a kid to catch and reached out to Peter, grabbing him by the 
ankle and tripping him. Peter screamed in terror and thrashed about 
to break Mathias's hold on him, kicking Mathias under his chin with 
his free foot and punching Mathias in his pelvis. 


"SON OF A BITCH!" Mathias cried out as a tooth fell out from his 
mouth. Despite all of the pain pulsating through his body and the 
tingle of unconsciousness starting because of it, Mathias kept his 
grip on Peter and moved into a kneeling position. He dragged Peter 
closer to him, panting and wheezing softly as he hid how much 
damage his body was suffering. He turned his head away and spat 
out a thick spittle of blood onto the floor and returned his gaze to the 
child below him. 


A bloody smirk broke across Mathias's face. "Wow, you little snot, 
you actually put up more of a fight than your old folks combined, ha 
ha!" He grabbed Peter's face and lifted it to his own, hissing 
menacingly, "You manage to beat the bloody shit out of me without 
even trying to fight! That's some good ability in you! You would've 


made a great kid for me..." He then slammed Peter's head back to 
the floor. "Too bad | fucking hate kids." 


Peter winced and teared up at the pounding in the back of his head 
from hitting the floor. His body wanted to pass out from enduring so 
much pain in one night, but one sight gave him enough strength to 
stay awake and continue to fight: Mathias struggling to hold Peter 
down on his chest with one hand and sliding the waistband of his 
pants with the other, exposing himself for the boy to see. 


"NO!" 


Peter jerked up from the floor and swung his fist into Mathias's 
shoulder. That hit was the final attack that Mathias could handle. 
Mathias fell to the side and cried out in agony, holding his shoulder 
and cringing as the pain from being hit with steel and fighting two 
grown men in one entire night finally built up. It was so much that 
Mathias felt himself slowly fall into unconsciousness, which Peter 
took advantage of by clambering to his feet and getting away from 
Mathias with as much speed he could muster. Once out the room, 
Peter ran faster, letting his body instead of his mind guide him to 
wherever it took him; his instincts had to take over since his mind 
raced with so much fear that he was starting to see white light 
despite having a clear vision of all of the tapestry and furniture he 
had to dodge. 


Peter didn't break his sprint, didn't slow his pace, until his instincts 
pulled him into what felt like a relatively safe closet. Bursting inside, 
Peter immediately slammed the door shut, pulled down half of the 
clothing inside that was large enough to wrap his whole body with 
from their hangers, and sat huddled on the closet floor, tightening the 
clothes around him like he used to when he awoke at nights, using 
the multiple layers as a protective barrier to shelter him until his 
Mama or Papa came... 


He wasn't safe. A part of Peter knew that he wasn't safe, now that a 
killer was chasing them all and both of Peter's parents were dead, 
leaving no one to protect him or help him. He knew that he needed 


to find a better hiding spot than under a large bundle of clothes he 
found in an obvious closet that they all passed over a dozen times, 
but it was safe enough to let him calm down. 


Peter started to stabalize his breathing rate, pacing his inhalation 
and exhalation through his nose and out his mouth. When his mind 
as well as his heart slowed down, he was able to clearly collect his 
thoughts as they came at him from every part of his mind. His uncle 
almost raped him again. His parents were dead. He was now alone 
and scared and sick. But he survived the night. He escaped 
Mathias's clutches and did a damn good job fighting back, so it 
showed that he wasn't weak like everyone said. 


Peter started to cry as he lied on his side. His parents were dead, 
but he was alive, and can fight back. He had a chance to walk out 
alive if he could stay hidden from Mathias's sight long enough. From 
within, Peter felt himself bursting with relief and grief, crying that he 
was alive and that he had no parents; the parents he loved and who 
loved him back, who took care of him and told him time and time 
again that he'll grow up and maybe gain independence as a nation, 
are dead. Along with the fear and loneliness, the low from the 
overwhelming dose of adrenaline finally took him, and he fell asleep 
with cheeks soaked with tears. 


It was only ten minutes when Mathias passed out, blood still 
dribbling from the corner of his gaping lips. When he awoke, there 
was a jolt of fiery pain that went all throughout his head and 
abdomen. Rubbing his chin, Mathias stood up from where he was 
lying and went to the door of the recreation room. He leaned on the 
threshold as his head swam dizzily, unabling him to walk properly. 
He spat out more blood before continuing on with his walk, slouching 
through the hall and pass the rooms - pass the closet that Peter was 
blissfully asleep in- and to the stairs. He climbed them one by one, 
each step feeling like a cinderblock tied to his leg that filled him with 
aches and nausea. On the final top level, Mathias continue on to 
where his hazy mind was sure was a bedroom. 


At the doorway, Mathias took a moment to rest. He came all the way 
up the stairs before his body even started to recover from the strong 
blows Mathias never expected from someone as small of a 
micronation as Peter, making his exhausted and half-conscious mind 
crave rest; he couldn't remember what possessed him to climb the 
steps in his condition other than the possibility of a bed to sleep in. 
He was about to go to the bed to lay his weary body on when he 
spotted something on the floor within the darkness. 


Two bodies in a slowly-growing pool of blood, lying side by side like 
lovers, both unmoving and silent and staring at each other. His eyes 
settled on the taller one, Berwald, and all exhaustion he felt instantly 
vanished. Straightening up as if torso wasn't suffering from internal 
damage, Mathias stomped over to his younger brother and knelt 
beside him. He pressed his index and middle finger onto Berwald's 
jugular just below the jaw. After feeling a couple of pulses- very weak 
and slow thumps that showed that Berwald was still alive, albeit he 
was barely alive and was dying slower than Mathias expected- 
Mathias roughly turned Berwald onto his stomach, grunting in fury at 
his failure as he worked on undressing his little brother and let his 
anger harden him in his pelvis. 


"Hey, Berwald, you would not believe who | just ran into!" Mathias 
hissed in Berwald's ear as he ripped Berwald's shirt in half down the 
back, exposing the many stab wounds to the cool room air. "That 
little brat of yours, Peter! And when | saw him, | thought to myself, 
‘well, gee, how fun would it be to play with my little adopted nephew 
one last time before he goes away to the big guy in the sky with his 
ma and pa,' y'know, to meet his maker and all that shit, but guess 
what, Ber-Ber? 


"That little fucker got away. Heh, | didn't Know the kid was that fast! 
Luckily, | was able to keep up with him, but do you know what 
happened after | was getting ready for him? He kicked me! He 
kicked me and punched me and a ctually escaped from me! Can you 
believe that shit?!" He threaded his fingers into Berwald's hair, 
yanking it to turn Berwald's face to him and stare into the blues eyes 


clouding over with death with every passing second. "Of course you 
can believe it! You and your little hubby over there were probably 
training him to be this awesome fighter or something. You should be 
so damn proud!" 


Mathias smashed his younger brother's face into the carpet, smiling 
with a bit of deranged satisfaction as the blood splashed. He pulled 
down Berwald's pajama pants as well as his own. "But not too proud; 
I'm going to capture that little piece of shit and show him who's the 
king around here!" He climbed on top of Berwald and stiffened his 
hips to began penetration, but stopped when something occurred to 
him. He looked over at Tino, whose lifeless eyes stared back 
unblinking. Dead or alive, it made Mathias uneasy to have someone 
watch him fuck when they weren't going to enjoy the sight, so he 
reached over and turned Tino's head before forcing all of his fury, 
pain, and embarrassment at being defeated by a child onto Berwald. 


"D-damn! And to think | was going to- to save you for tomorrow, too!" 


Aw, shoot, I'm sorry for another late update. I'm really slow with this, 
and | think it's especially going to get slower now that | pretty much 
sold my soul to Tumblr. X'D And I'm sorry that this was a poor-quality 
chapter, too. | wanted to get Peter's "escape" out of the way and | 
kind of rushed it (plus, | just wanted to update). | haven't and will not 
give up on this story; it's like another one of my babies! :D A creepy, 
rape-and-murder sadistic baby... wow... 


And thank you all for the reviews! I'm so happy! Yay! \(n_n)/ 


Soaking In Raging Waters 


The water in the bath tub was producing steam; Mathias was able to 
tell from where he sat. 


Stripped of his blood-stain pajamas, Mathias sat in the nude on the 
toilet, patiently waiting as the bath tub filled with water. He 
absentmindedly watched the faucet at work, resting his elbows on 
his knees and holding his chin in his palms. His eyebrows were 
furrowed together in a fixed scowl. 


The little bastard got away. 


That was the only thing Mathias's mind focused on. Nothing else 
could occupy his thoughts for more than five seconds before the 
recollection of last night got to him. Mathias almost caught Peter, 
which would've made that the third killing in one night and would've 
sped up the process of his work. But Peter escaped. Peter kicked 
him and hit him with that weird strength Mathias never knew the kid 
had and sprinted off into the darkness. That made Mathias angry. 


Turning his eyes towards the floor tiles, Mathias bounced a leg on 
his toes, jiggling it in pent-up frustration. A small part of his mind 
started to count out the maroon tiles from the ivory tiles to turn his 
frustration onto something else because he needed to calm down 
before he acted out in completely wild rage. He needed to rest and 
let his body heal a bit; it was bad enough he flew straight into raping 
Berwald's body right after a "cruel beating" from Peter and woke up 
with still a lot of pain, going into another brawl if he were to find 
anyone might just kill him, or at least exhaust him severely. He 
decided to use the remaining time before the rest moved out of 
hiding to do some self-treatment. 


Mathias stood from his seat and went to the tub. After testing the 
water's temperature, he shut off the faucet and slowly climbed into 
the tub. The warmth was already working its wonders as Mathias felt 


the aches pounding within his flesh and bones ebb away. He lied 
within the tub's length and leaned back against the tub's edge. With 
his head resting on a built-in neck cushion on the tub's edge, 
Mathias's body began to feel weightless as he let himself bouy in the 
water. He closed his eyes and inhaled, feeling the air he took in 
through his nostrils fill him from toes to his head, before opening his 
eyes and looking up at the ceiling. He started to count the 
psychedelic-looking maroon flowers painted on the ivory ceiling just 
as he did with the tiles below him when a thought occurred to him. 


Peter could've killed him. 


Already, Mathias's face scrunched up into a harsh snarl befitting a 
rabid wolf as he realized how truly fatal the situation that happened 
between them. If Peter hadn't panic and saw how much true damage 
a swing of his fist or a kick of his leg did to Mathias, he probably- no, 
he would have went further. He would've made sure that Mathias 
was truly pulverized in an enactment of revenge for his mother and 
father, and if he felt the need to save the world from the big, bad 
Dane forever... 


Mathias growled as he slammed his fists into the water, causing a 
large splash. | could've fucking died! He thought. He could've died, 
all because he underestimated the strength of the child's steel-like 
limbs by their scrawny appearance. The pit of his stomach churned 
with self-loathing and disgust at his own miscalculations; his militant 
strategizing skills were rusty, too rusty, if he was able to be taken 
down by a kid and end up in a life-and-death moment- 


No, not exactly... Mathias gazed at the sink from the corner of his 
eyes. Sitting atop it on a washcloth to prevent it from touching any 
wet surfaces was the remote control. It was in a pocket of Mathias's 
pajama pants within reach should he need it... 


"GODDAMMIT!" Mathias screeched in the top of his lungs, 
"SONAVA-FUCKING-BITCH!" He gripped his forehead tightly, feeling 
his hands shake in fury. In order to survive, Mathias would've needed 
to go against his own rule he imposed on himself since the day he 


picked up his first axe: never go for the last resort unless truly 
needed. He hated last resorts. Last resorts were means of giving up 
on fights and absolutely forfeiting any strength and skills one had in 
an act of cowardice. If he could, Mathias would have been willing to 
not use any type of last-minute escape tricks until he found his head 
on a stake. And yet here he was, imagining himself pressing that 
button and sending Peter into a submission-inducing shock to save 
his own ass. 


Mathias sighed and ran his wet fingers through his hair, slicking the 
messy spikes back and taking out some of the blood that dried up 
there. He looked up at the clock that hung high above the wall facing 
the foot of the bath tub. Damn, two-thirty-seven? He thought in 
amazement. He looked up at the ceiling as he mentally calculated 
the hours that passed by. 


| know that fighting Tino and Berwald took around half an hour each, 
so that's one hour, and giving them a good, hard fuck in the ass took 
an hour on each of them, so that's two hours, and chasing their son 
took maybe forty-five minutes... Eh, I'll round that to an hour, and 
then there was that one hour nap | took after taking Berwald... 


He burned through six hours within the first day, leaving him with four 
more hours before he had to set off to more work. He picked up a 
bar of soap, wet it, and began working a lather onto his body to wash 
off the remaining blood. During his washing, Mathias began to do 
more planning, mostly firguring out how was he to get pass Peter's 
monstrous strength and kill him. 


Soon, his mind wandered from ways to conquer Peter without 
suffering serious injuries to Lukas. Just like Peter, Lukas was a 
special case he had to approach with caution, so he had to make a 
specially-designed plan to take care of Lukas as well. As Mathias 
began working the soap onto his legs, he started to remember the 
day that he had burst through Lukas's bedroom door, frightening his 
little kitten so much that he could've sworn he saw Lukas piss 
himself. What was Lukas doing during that day...? 


When Mathias finally remembered after some deep memory- 
searching, he smirked. He now has Lukas taken care of as well as 
Peter, and when Lukas went down, Emil will twice as likely fall down 
with him with no one to protect him. Mathias gulped some air to hold 
and sunk his head under the water's surface. 


His plans can wait until he's finish with his four hours of rest and 
relaxation. 


Aaaaaand here's another chapter coming at ya after a long and 
totally unplanned hiatus. I'm sorry for that and writing this filler/bridge 
chapter after keeping you guys waiting for so long, and thank you all 
for sticking with me in this! (And a special thanks to those who 
contacted me outside of Fanfiction to send me praise for this story, 
that was so sweet and made me happy! n_n) 


| wanted to do this chapter because | was on a creative dry period 
(okay,soitwasmostlytumblr) but | still wanted to write something to 
keep me going because | really like doing this story and can't wait to 
get going with this. And plus, | thought that maybe Mathias could use 
a good bath after all that bloody fighting and sodomizing... 


Anyway, | apologize again! Sorry! And | hope you enjoyed this 
chapter! 


Drowning 


The water was fresh and clear in the river's body, as beautiful as a 
bright diamond that glittered under the sunlight. As it gushed in a 
fierce yet steady stream, crashing against the rocks lining the banks 
and grass, Emil stood near it, carefully balancing himself so he 
wouldn't slip and fall. He bent down to untie his sneakers and roll up 
his pants and straightened up, pushing his shoes off with his toes 
before he stepped into the water. 


As his toes first dipped into the water- much warmer than expected- 
Emil felt shivers run down his spine. It was very odd; even if the 
water were to be cold, he would've handled it very well. He didn't 
give the weird sensation anymore thought, though; as soon as the 
sense of cold left, the water's true warmth followed. Emil closed his 
eyes and let the temperature soothe him. The water's warmth 
gathered at his feet and slowly climb up and throughout his entire 
body. He hung his head back and hummed in pleasure as his body's 
temperature rose steadily. Every organ within Emil, especially his 
heart, pulsated with life at the beautiful sensation, so much so that 
Emil felt lightheaded and lax, and the entire world around him- from 
the pine trees flanking the river's bank to the grassblades and the 
water's sapphire surface- glowed in heavenly light. 


Emil wanted to dip his entire body into the water- despite being fully 
clothed- so he began to lower himself. First his knees and the rolled 
fabric became wet as he knelt, then the wetness worked halfway up 
to his shirt. Emil was now fully underwater with his head bouyed to 
allow air; the sensation his body was experiencing- the tingling in his 
fingers and toes, the lost tension his limbs used to have, and the lack 
of worries- filled him so much. To complete this feeling and 
experience the ultimate pleasant high, Emil dipped his head with the 
rest of his body. 


If it weren't for the fact that he was holding his breath so he wouldn't 
inhale water, Emil would've had the air knocked out of him. The 


amazing feelings he was experiencing was simply indescribable. All 
he could say about the water was that if he were to be religious, he 
would say that heaven existed, and he's already swimming in it. He 
wanted to be in this river's warmth and comfort forever, even if it 
meant he would have to leave the cold ocean he was so used to. 
Everything about the river felt so right to him, and it was only a 
minute that he was in it. 


That minute ended abruptly, though. As quickly as a snap of the 
fingers, the ecstacy Emil swam in eroded. Or, more likely, was 
crushed by the intense wrenching knot that twisted in his pelvic area. 
The unexpected pain hit Emil so hard that he lost hold of his breath 
and accidently gulped the water. He splashed wildly in the river in a 
failing attempt at escaping, which worsened the tension within him. 


He felt like he was on fire, as if the water was boling all around him 
yet the lava-like heat was only in his pelvis, burning the internal 
organs in that area. The more the pain increased, the more he 
panicked and splashed, and the more his intake of air decreased. 
The elation from before was now pure lightheadedness that made 
the glow he saw in everything nothing more than bliding light that 
stung his eyes along with the water. He was going to die; Emil spent 
his entire life surrounded by water and swimming in it, and now he 
was going to die by drowning. The embarrassment that he felt at 
such an ironic thought added on to the agony at the prospect of 
dying. Everything was turning dark, but not quick enough to put him 
out of his misery, but gradually going varying shades of gray and 
blue, flashing in between the colors as Emil became dizzy and 
nauseous and his limbs started to weaken. 


As a last, involuntary attempt to get out of the water, Emil's body 
Jerked stiffly before- 


With a deep, quick gasp, Emil popped his eyes open. It was still 
dark, as dark as what the river turned into, but for some odd reason, 
it didn't feel as malevolent. His head still swam and his heart still 
raced; the dream affected him so much that half his mind was still 


within it, and it was slowly pulling out, making him slowly aware of 
his present state. 


It was... a dream? Emil wondered groggily. He lied still until he 
gained some feeling in his limbs. He started to push himself up, but 
the back of his head hit something hard. 


"Ow! What the hell?" Emil groaned. He reached up to rub the area 
that had taken the hit- making him bend his arm in an awkward 
position to be able to reach in such a low-level place- and moved his 
head the best he could in order to look around. Judging by the sliver 
of light and what he could see with the light, from the edge ofa 
comforter with fancy ruffles to a close view of carpet, Emil guessed 
where he was: underneath his bed. 


Keeping his body low and flat, Emil wriggled and crawled out from 
under his bed. When he made it out, he moved into a sitting position 
and leaned against the side of the bed. He started to pull his knees 
up but stopped when he felt some cool moisture brush against his 
groin. Then the smell of urine started to waft into his nostrils. 


"What the hell?!" Emil muttered. He looked in between his thighs. 
Right in the crotch of his pajama pants was a small wet spot. 
Somehow, seeing the spot and smelling the scent it gave off brought 
back the pelvic pain he had experience in his sleep, except some of 
it was relieved. 


"Ugh, how does this even happen?" Emil grumbled to himself as he 
shook his head. "I'm centuries old! How am | still wetting myself?" He 
stood up slowly to not stress his bladder and cause a bigger mess 
on himself and headed out to the door. He rubbed the sleepiness out 
of his eyes as he wondered how he ended up under the bed to begin 
with. He walked down the hallway to the bathroom, closed the door 
behind himself, and stood in front of the toilet to relieve himself. 


After urinating and flushing the toilet, Emil turned to the sink's 
direction to wash his hands. The turn was too quick though, as it 
disturbed the stitches in his ankle. 


"Agh! Damn it!" Emil hissed. He knelt down and gingerly rolled his 
pants leg to look at his stitches. Although the pain wasn't as frequent 
and agonizing as it was in the beginning, it still stung at the slightest 
wrong move, forcing Emil to take extreme precaution for something 
as simple as walking or turning. 


Ugh, Emil thought as he rolled the pants leg back down, It was all 
that stupid Dane's fault- 


Emil jumped at the thought, because it brought back the memories of 
the night before, with everything so vivid and so close. The 
attempted rape on Emil. The truth of Peter's rape that turned 
Berwald against his brother. The electrical shock that almost 
paralyzed them all. The chase that could mean life or death. Him. 


"Oh, my God... Oh, my God, no..." Emil quickly stood up, his eyes 
wide in alarm. With the remaining sleepiness replaced with shock 
and reborn fear, Emil truly saw the predicament he put himself in. 
Like a fool, he forgot that his and everyone's life was in the mercy of 
a rapist and killer whose new hunger for blood couldn't be matched 
or reasoned. Emil looked around the bathroom in a panicked state 
and his eyes landed on a pile of clothing. The clothing were a tee 
shirt, a pair of plaid pants, and socks. They all had blood and rips in 
them. 


Mathias already killed?! Who?! He could be still out there, too! Emil 
covered his mouth with his hand and bent down, using the sink as 
support so he wouldn't completely pass out and fall to the floor. He 
breathed in as much shallow air from between his fingers as he 
could, his heart palpitating so much that he could hear it in his ears. 
He closed his eyes. Emil, don't panic, okay? Just see if he's out 
there and if not, go back under the bed. Wait a minute. 


Emil looked at the time on his watch and tried to think back on what 
time it was when Mathias started this entire game. ... Damn, it's 
been eleven hours. But does he really expect us to move to new 
hiding places every ten hours like he wanted? Who on earth would 
even fall for such a trick? 


Emil was now calmer, as he always was when he tried to think things 
through. With the worry diminished, Emil found enough willpower to 
go to the door. He opened it wide enough to poke his head out and 
check the hallway; it was as quiet and empty as when he first came 
out. He silenced his breathing and focused all of his attention to his 
ears; he listened for any sounds that resembled footsteps, doors 
being closed or opened, or any objects being moved, anything that 
meant that someone was out and about- and hopefully that person 
wasn't Mathias- from far away. 


Nothing. From what Emil could tell, no one was out there except for 
him, and his hiding spot was only a few paces away. Emil pushed 
the door open wider and stepped outside. It felt too easy, so easy 
that Emil chuckled a little. If Emil was able to walk out freely like this 
now, then how did Mathias expect to capture them all if they were 
able to hide anywhere whenever they felt like it, especially when he 
wasn't around to begin with. With his hand on the bedroom door 
knob, Emil looked up and down the hall again. Where was he, 


anyway? 


With a shrug, Emil opened the door and heard hinges creak. He 
jumped at the sound as he quickly realized that it came from not his 
door, but from somewhere beside him. Instinctively, Emil tunred his 
head towards where the creaking came from. 


Mathias was two bedrooms away, just stepping out of its doorway 
holding a heavy-looking block in his hands. When he turned to close 
the door behind him, Mathias caught Emil staring at him, causing 
Emil to feel his heart skip a beat before pounded faster against his 
ribcage. Just the sight of the killer so close to him, staring right back 
at him, eroded all of the hope Emil felt before of hiding and avoiding 
Mathias long enough to make it out of this "game" alive. Emil could 
feel the temperature in his flesh drop dramatically as his brain seem 
to shut off all sorts of feeling from his limbs; the thought of the sight 
of this crazed murderer literally paralyzed him. 


Mathias wordlessly shoved the block-like thing he held inside the 
folds of his robe and tightened the robe's straps around his hips. He 


started running towards Emil, an impatient yet determined glare 
etched on his face. Seeing Mathias move towards him, Emil 
Snapped out of his stunned condition and hurried into the bedroom 
as he planned before. He slammed the door shut to slow Mathias 
down and dove onto the bed. He rolled off and landed on the floor in 
the opposite side just as Mathias barged in. Emil pulled himself into 
the area under the bed and wiggled his body around to pull his feet 
in and competely hide. 


When the last visible part of Emil's foot made it under the bed, 
Mathias trudged over to where Emil rolled to and looked around the 
room. 


"Where the fuck did he go?!" Emil heard as he watched Mathias's 
feet disappear from sight. He waited for the sound of a door opening 
and shutting to indicate that he's alone in the room and that the 
threat was gone, but no such sound came. Of course it wouldn't 
come; Emil would have to be such a fool to believe that Mathias 
would simply leave without doing a thorough search in the room just 
because he didn't spot his target immediately. He's going to look 
under the bed soon, and Emil cursed himself for being so 
shortsighted and not rethinking his hiding spot. 


Nonetheless, Emil bit back his whimpers and put all of his energy 
into hoping that Mathias will overlook the bed- forgetting all about it- 
and unwittingly leave Emil to live another day. 


Mathias opened the closet door and peered inside. He stood on his 
toes and look on the shelves to see if Emil pulled some flexible feat 
and squeezed himself into the cramped space. Seeing no one 
inside, Mathias turned away to check the desk next. He paused in 
midstep as his nostrils picked up on something. He sniffed the air 
harder and pulled his lips up in disgust. 


"Is that... piss? Ugh! What the hell?!" Mathias grimaced harder as he 
turned further away from the closet; the more he turned, the stronger 
the smell was, so there had to be a source... 


Mathias went back to bed and knelt on it, the springing noise from 
the bed making Emil stiffen in anticipation. Lowering his face to the 
mattress, Mathias sniffed at the blanket on top. He then pulled it 
back to check the sheets underneath. Neither held the scent. 
Mathias placed the blanket back into place and sat crossed-leg on 
the bed, crossing his arms over his chest and pouting at the ceiling 
as he took in the urine smell some more. He knew Emil was in here- 
the kid couldn't have gone anywhere further in this one room- and 
the stench of pee was definitely fresh. 


Under the bed, Emil's entire body gave off quivers. The small 
accident from when he slept slipped out of Emil's memory so quickly 
during that moment of panic, but Mathias's blatant remark not only 
made him remember such a thing- and notice the nauseating scent 
for himself- but it also forced the reality of his demise right into his 
face. Mathias is going to figure out where Emil is hiding. He's going 
to sniff Emil out, look under the bed, and yank him out to use him as 
a personal sex toy before ending his life. Emil bit down on his lip as 
his trembling fingers dug weakly into the carpet to keep him stable. 


Oh, please, | don't wanna die... ! 


Mathias slid off the bed and readjusted his robes so his newfound 
treasure wouldn't slip out of the fold he sheltered it in. He walked 
over to the desk and pulled the chair out to look under it. He pushed 
the chair back and looked around the room, wondering to himself 
where Emil could possibly hide. His eyes stopped at the bed again, 
and in those few seconds that he stared at it, something clicked in 
his mind. He slapped his forehead and groaned in frustration. 


"Godammit, so fucking obvious," Mathias grumbled to himself. He 
went to the bed and knelt at its foot, lifting up the cover to take a 
look. Just a few inches away were a pair of socked feet shaking with 
surprisingly fast tremors. Along with the sight of feet came the full 
force of the stink of urine. Mathias shook his head. /t was always 
under the bed with this one, from hide and seek when he was a brat 
'til now... He reached under the bed and grabbed one of the ankles. 


When the cold of Mathias's fingers touched the ankle's flesh, Emil 
shrieked and jumped at the contact. He started to kick at Mathias's 
hand, but Mathias only tightened his grip and started to pull Emil out. 
His body coming halfway out, Emil dug his fingers into the carpet 
and tried to pull himself back in, kicking and hyperventilating from the 
panic. 


"Let go of me!" Emil cried. "Let go! Don't do this! Mathias, please, 
no!" 


Mathias snickered at Emil; the way he heard pure fear in Emil's 
pleas tickled him, and watching Emil- or, to be more precise, his rear 
end- jump up and down and shake around frantically added to the 
humor of it. Mathias shook his head; Emil was really trying to 
escape, yet Mathias was barely putting in any energy into this, since 
the tussle he had with Peter and his fathers last night drained him; 
he knew that Emil was a bit on the weaker side, but not this weak. 
Still chuckling to himself, Mathias gripped the tail of Emil's pajama 
shirt and yanked it down, dragging Emil out in the open. 


Emil screamed and kicked his legs faster, fighting Mathias off as 
wildly as possible. One of his kicks landed on Mathias's jaw, but the 
damage done was worse on Emil; the impact of the kick, along with 
the constant stretching of his ankle, caused one of his stitches to rip. 
Emil didn't feel it though, nor did he saw the small driplets of blood 
splattering everywhere, with his mind all over the place: /'m going to 
die! Mathias found me! | don't wanna die! He's gonna rape me! No, 
please! 


Mathias rubbed his jaw with his free hand, although like Emil, he 
didn't feel any pain; he was too sleepy from a sleepless night- one of 
many- to feel anything. He was more annoyed by Emil's childish 
flailing and screaming, which was cute to him at first but was now 
becoming silly and embarrassing. Rolling his eyes, Mathias turned 
Emil around and dug his fingers into Emil's hair, grabbing at the 
locks. A small part of him took a moment to appreciate the soft feel of 
it, imagining how great of tugging material it'll be when he tries again 
on Emil. He yanked on the hair and slapped Emil across the face 


with the back of his free hand to knock Emil out, or at the very least 
shut the kid up with his constant crying. It only made Emil react 
worse; he screamed louder and thrashed harder, making him look 
like a confused and mad animal. 


Mathias rolled his eyes again and sighed. /t's gonna be hard to get a 
boner off this one, he thought. He moved off his knees and into a 
squatting position above Emil. He wrapped his hands around Emil's 
neck and squeezed hard to cut off Emil's oxygen. It was starting to 
work: Emil started gasping for air and sputtering what Mathias can 
only guess were protests and pleas. Emil wriggled under Mathias 
and dug his fingernails into Mathias's hands, but the decreasing 
intake of air was making him too weak to make the scratching hurt. 


Getting dizzier by the second, Emil stopped kicking as hard as 
before, only bending and unbending his leg under Mathias. /'m... I'm 
going to die... he thought. His knees kept brushing against Mathias's 
thigh, and Emil could make out a slightly surprised yet aroused look 
on Mathias's face. A fucking pervert even as he's killing someone. 


Mathias bit into his lip as he concentrated. C'mon, just a few more 
seconds... What the hell is he doing down there? Man that feels 
good! 


Emil felt his knee brushing against something hard as he brought up 
his leg again. Ew, he's getting turned on... He's going to use my 
body after this. Wait a second... Struck by a last-minute idea, Emil 
used the remaining strength his body had to knee Mathias in his 
crotch as hard as possible. The hit wasn't as hard as Emil wanted it 
to be, but it still made Mathias yowl in pain and grab onto his groin. 
After a sharp intake of air, Emil acted quickly and pushed Mathias off 
of him. He half-leapt, half-scrambled over Mathias's body and 
stumbled out the door. Out in the hallway, Emil ran aimlessly, too 
disoriented to think of a new hiding place. 


"Shit!" Mathias hissed. He curled up his body and held on to himself. 
He waited until the throbbing pain subsided before getting up himself 


and running outside as well. He leaned on the door's threshhold and 
looked up and down the hall. 


"Damn, that kid moves fast," Mathias muttered. He paused his 
breathing to make as little noise as possible and listened. A few 
moments later, his ears picked up on light yet rapid footsteps from 
his right. He snickered and followed the sound. There was no way 
another brat was getting away from him twice in a row. 


When he rounded the corner, Mathias spotted Emil and sped up. 
Emil looked over his shoulder when he heard Mathias coming behind 
him, and Mathias could've sworn he heard a small, scared whine 
coming from the teen. Mathias smirked again; he was another step 
closer to winning. 


The panic in Emil returned when he saw how close Mathias was, 
and as he ran, Emil tried to think whether or not to continue running 
or stand and fight. Or should | just surrender... No! Emil shook his 
head. No! I'm not letting this disgusting bastard win like this! | have 
to- OOF! He bumped into a wall. Emil literally bumped into the dead 
end of the top floor when his mind was too wild with panic and fury to 
focus on where he was going. 


Mathias snorted and laughed loudly after seeing Emil crash into the 
wall. "Ha ha ha! Oh, my God, Emil, seriously? Did you just-? Bwah 
ha ha ha ha ha ha! Oh, man, that was hilarious!" He doubled over 
and held his sides as he continued to cackle. "It's just like when you 
were little and- WHOA!" 


Just as Emil was about to take advantage of the sudden distraction 
and escape, Mathias held his arm out and blocked Emil's path, 
catching Emil before he could get away. "Wow, that was close, you 
sneaky little turd!" With his arm around Emil's hips, Mathias lifted 
Emil almost a foot off the floor. 


"Dammit, Mathias, let me go!" Emil shouted. He pushed and 
punched Mathias's arm and kicked again and again. 


Mathias held Emil close to his body, despite all of the movement, 
and whispered in Emil's ear, "Hey, kid, are ya scared yet?" He slid 
his free hand down Emil's front until it stopped at Emil's crotch. "Are 
ya truly terrified?" 


"NOOOO!" Emil shrieked at the top of his lungs. Emil tried to lean his 
torso away from Mathias as far as possible, but he was trapped in 
Mathias's arms, leaving him to only wriggle and hit. 


Mathias only chuckled at how high Emil's voice went and pressed 
Emil's behind into his groin. He hissed at the friction Emil's buttocks 
were causing to his front, and he started to lower them both to the 
floor. He had the kid, he might as well enjoy him 


Emil caught on to what Mathias was doing. " No! No, stop! " Emil 
shrieked. He squirmed violently under Mathias's heavy body, 
sobbing until his voice went hoarse, and still sobbing when he felt 
Mathias's fingers slide into his pajama pants. Emil's heart pounded 
violently and his sobs and cries turned into hyperventilation. He 
couldn't think anymore; every part of his mind was ready to black 
out, to go into some coma so he wouldn't at the very least watch 
Mathias rape him if he was going to suffer it. Yet, it didn't. 


Instead, his mind instinctively made his head swing back and hit 
Mathias right under the chin. 


"Sonavabitch!" Mathias yelled. 


Emil hit Mathias with his head again. He pushed himself upward and 
rolled Mathias off his body. He jumped to his feet and sprinted 
towards the closest table he saw just as Mathias was close behind 
him again. 


"Damn, Emil, what the hell-?!" 


Emil grabbed the vase on top of the table and swung it at Mathias's 
head. The vase shattered and reopened some of Mathias's gashes 
from the last time he was hit with furniture. 


Mathias hissed and stumbled backwards. "Dammit!" 
"Get the hell away from me!" Emil swung the vase again. 


Mathias sidestepped the attack and grabbed one of Emil's wrists. He 
bashed his elbow into Emil's jaw, causing him to drop the vase. 
Mathias stepped behind Emil and grabbed his neck in a headlock. 
He started to drag Emil away, growling through gritted teeth, "That's 
it, I'm getting real tired of your shit, you brat! | don't give a damn if | 
have to fuck a dead body, you're dead meat now !" 


At the bathroom's entrance, Mathias pushed Emil to the bathtub. 
Emil had the wind knocked out of him when his pelvis slammed into 
the bathtub's edge; the pain caused him to involuntarily urinate his 
pants again. Mathias grabbed Emil by his shoulder and turned him 
around. He bent Emil backward over the tub. Using Emil's hair, 
Mathias tugged at it unti Emil's head was directly underneath the 
bathtub's spout, and held onto his hair to keep his head in place. 


"Since you're the next to die, | guess | better show you this neat 
interrogation trick Yao's people taught me a long time ago," Mathias 
said. He grinned madly down at Emil's horrified gaping. "It's a little 
like drowning, except | can choose whether you live or die. It's 
called-" He twisted the knob to hot water- "Chinese Water Torture!" 


Seconds later, gallons and gallons of water beat down Emil's face, 
scorching his skin with its boiling-hot temperature and clogging his 
airway. Emil sputtered and coughed; he tried turning his head away 
from the water, but Mathias's grip in his hair kept him from doing so. 
Emil was screaming internally from both his face burning and his 
nose and throat stinging. In and out of the blur of the water, Emil 
could see the crazed smirk on Mathias's face. 


"Why are you fighting this, Emil, huh?" Mathias sneered. "! thought 
an island like yourself love the water! | thought you enjoy this, huh? 
Whatsa matter, huh, Ice? Can't handle this shit now?" He grabbed 
Emil's chin and roughly dunked him lower into the tub. Struck with an 
idea, Mathias reached for the plug and stopped the bathtub with it. 


The basin started filling quickly, and Mathias pushed Emil's head into 
the body of water before pulling it up and under the running spout 
again, going back and forth and watching Emil flail around and cry 
until... silence. Emil's entire body stopped moving, and no more 
cries and protests escaped from him. 


With Emil's fighting gone, the water in the tub became still enough 
for Mathias to see Emil in death. Emil was so serene; his hair was 
billowing gently in the water, and his eyes were closed, like he was 
sleeping. Mathias pulled Emil out of the over-filling tub and let him 
down on the floor, his back resting against the tub as the water 
continued to spill down his shoulders. Mathias knelt down in front of 
the body and pushed the wet hair off Emil's forehead. 


Mathias chuckled softly and shook his head. "It's too bad you had to 
go like this. If only you'd have proven to me how good of a kid you 
were, you- probably- would've lived." He pressed his lips against 
Emil's, nibbling on his bottom lip before pulling away. "Well, at least 
you're still hot in death." 


Emil's eyes snapped open. "FUCK YOU!" He shouted as he 
punched Mathias straight in the nose. 


Shocked by the turn of events, Mathias didn't see the punch coming. 
The hit came hard and knocked Mathias dizzy. Emil swung again, 
and when the other punch landed, he scrambled to his feet as 
quickly as possible on top of the wet floor. Mathias quickly recovered 
and grabbed at Emil's shirt, trying to pull him back down to the floor. 


Emil slipped and accidentally fell on top of Mathias. The fall forced 
Mathias backwards and to hit his head hard against the bathtub. 
Freed from Mathias's hold, Emil ran outside the bathroom and 
continued to run until he finally chose a room he felt was far enough. 
He got inside, closed the door, shoved a chair under the knob until it 
was fitted tightly against it, and turned around. He was going to look 
for another spot to hide in in case the chair didn't work, but what he 
saw as he turned blew him away. 


Lying on the floor next to each other were Berwald and Tino. Emil felt 
himself get sick at the sight: two lifeless bodies soaked in a large 
puddle of blood, both with their pants and underwear pulled all the 
way down and the damage Mathias did to them in his sick pleasure. 


Emil hugged his stomach and clamped a hand over his mouth, 
shaking his head from side to side and dropping to his knees. When 
pain shot up his leg, he looked down to see his ankle doused with 
his own blood, and the threads of his stitches snapped and hanging 
loosely. He moved his hand from his stomach to the reopened injury 
and gripped it weakly. This isn't happening; this had to bea 
nightmare. Emil vomited a little in his hand. Mathias wouldn't do this, 
not at this century. They all grew from this barbaric nature, including 
Mathias, so this had to be another nightmare. 


Emil then lied down on his side in the growing puddle from his wet 
clothes, all thoughts of hiding in the room gone as his body shook 
with sobs. Mathias is a monster. 


Mathias groaned when he came to. Grabbing his forehead, Mathias 
sat still and breathed through his mouth until the double vision 
became one. He moved slowly, turning towards the tub and getting 
onto his knees. He looked down in the water, and saw in its reflection 
aman grabbing his forehead, blood dripping in between his fingers 
and creating little ripples in the surface. 


Mathias cupped his hands and dipped them into the water. He 
splashed the water on his face and stood up. He went over to the 
towels, snatched one off the rack, and patted his face and neck dry. 
He wasn't going to get mad, not again. He just needs to think some 
more. 


Okay, new plan, Mathias said as he pressed the towel against his 
gash to stop the bleeding. Reevalute my remaining opponents’ 
strengths and weakness and see where | went wrong, because fuck, 
no fucking brats are going to get away from me again ! 


Mathias threw the towel on the floor and untied his wet robe to 
remove it. Then a heavy object fell out of the folds and splashed into 
the flooded floor. 


"Oh, shit!" Mathias quickly picked up the object and shook the water 
off of it. He opened it to see if any water damage happened inside, 
and sighed in relief when he saw it was as in good condition as 
before. 


At least this part of the game didn't fall through. 


Guys, I'm so sorry this chapter was late! And thanks to those who 
were chasing me down on Tumblr to get me to finish this one! Don't 
worry, the story isn't over yet! :D 


Although, now that I'm going back to college, | don't know how often 
I'll be able to do this. But still, thanks for sticking with this story, and 
for the 100 reviews! Wow! I'm really glad you guys liked this! :D 


Lovers' Spat 


Sunlight streamed into the room through a sheer blue curtain, 
leaving a soft, sky-blue glow on the carpet. 


Lukas was in a spare bedroom of Mathias's mansion, and he sat 
beside the dresser that blocked him from the view of the door, 
making himself as small as possible so no part of him was visible. 
He didn't know how long he has been sitting like that, placidly 
watching the pale blue sunlight slowly fill the room through the 
curtain and the little dust flecks as they danced in it, but he knew that 
he had to have been sitting like that for hours judging from the 
numbness of his knees and bottom. Lukas was tired, completely 
exhausted in every sense of the word. Ever since he "rotated" rooms 
the night before, Lukas had stayed up to keep watch of the door, and 
he busied himself with sorting out his thoughts as well. 


He worried nonstop about the other victims of the game, especially 
Emil, and the sounds he heard couldn't be good at all. Although he 
hoped that no one died, Lukas definitely would have been happy 
that, if Mathias did kill anyone, it wasn't Emil. If Emil survived this 
long into the "game," then Lukas might have another chance to 
protect him as he should. That is, if he can eat first. 


Lukas's stomach rumbled and squeezed, and he pressed his hand to 
it to silence it. It's been three days since Mathias started chasing 
them around, meaning that it's been three days since Lukas had 
anything to eat. Although he is a country, and hunger affected 
nations and mortal humans differently in a way that granted nations 
the ability to survive months without food as long as their citizens 
were eating, hunger still had some effects to the nation's physical 
being. Like humans, going without food made nations dizzy and 
weak and made focusing and fighting harder, which was what Lukas 
had to prevent as much as possible. But still... 


He peeked from behind the dresser to the door, knowing that 
Mathias was out there somewhere, wandering about freely and 
being able to cut down any of them like trees if they chose to walk 
out of their safe spots, and forcing them out of hiding anyway if they 
chose to stay put. Lukas's jaw and fist both tightened as that 
observation came, and then he took a deep breath to compose 
himself. It wasn't fair, none of this was. This game Mathias threw 
upon them was unfair and insane, and the rules and amount of 
power he had over them was ridiculous, but Lukas knew better than 
to let his anger get the best of him; the only way to go about this was 
to be more clever, to find and twist the rules around in his- and 
Emil's- favor. But he can't use his wit with a mind only focused on 
feeding. Lukas looked down at his watch and sighed. It was five 
minutes until the next room rotation, so it was pointless to continue 
to sit around in this one room starving. 


He started to push himself off the floor, and he moved sluggishly to 
the door. Breathing deeply with his hand on the doorknob, Lukas 
tensed himself for whatever may come today, mentally and 
physically preparing himself for a fight that he'll find himself in, and 
opened the door. He poked his head out and looked up and down 
the hallway. Empty and quiet. The quietness should have been 
relieving; it should've been a sign that Mathias wasn't around and 
that he must be sleeping, but it wasn't that at all. Lukas had watched 
Mathias at war, and from what he knew, Mathias was an overeager 
dolt. When Mathias was in a fight, he'd continue to fight, staying up 
at late hours and early mornings consecutively planning battle 
strategies and leading an ongoing fight until he'd finally drop from 
exhaustion, nearly killing himself in the process. 


But will he be drop from exhaustion this time? Lukas wondered, and 
the thought made him hesitate walking out of the room. How long 
has Mathias been going without rest, and how much more can he 
go? Lukas shook his head and stepped out, and walked down the 
hallway. He kept his ears and eyes peeled for any signs of Mathias, 
but his mind went back to sorting out concerns that wouldn't go 
away. This time, it was that his head was killing him. Lukas didn't 


want something like a mere headache bother him so when he had 
bigger issues- like the possibility of him and his brother being killed 
by someone he thought he could trust- but the headache was 
crippling. The migraine- if such an understatement of a name could 
fit what he was suffering- was intense. It came and went without 
warning, interrupting whatever thoughts he was having and any 
plans he was forming with the harsh agony of a white-hot hammer 
pounding against hi skull. Lukas couldn't figure out why such an 
ailment tormented him, but he could only guess that it was the 
hunger he had, or maybe it was those damned nanobots Mathias put 
in their bodies. It had to be those; maybe the electric shocks fried his 
brain and he was now feeling the aftereffects, or maybe the little 
robots found their way into Lukas's brain and was clogging a vein or 
two and forming a hemorrhage. 


Whatever happened, it was getting to Lukas right now at what 
could've been the worst of times. Giving himself a little time to be 
unaware of his surroundings, Lukas started to come up with a plan 
that he knew was ingenious and would surely end this miserable 
chase. He was adding bits and parts of it, making it as fool-proof as 
possible, but just as he was adding the last part to it, his skull went 
into the agonizing state again. 


"Ugh," Lukas groaned softly, rubbing the pads of his fingers into his 
temples; it felt like he had the back of his head repetitively banged 
into a cement wall. He discontinue formulating a plan before he 
passed out and grunted in frustration as his plan was forgotten yet 
again. Lukas sighed and let it go; he couldn't let himself get killed by 
the migraine anyway, let alone have his planning distract him long 
enough for Mathias to find him. But he must have been deeper in 
thought than he knew; Lukas suddenly found himself at the kitchen's 
entry. 


Pushing the door open, Lukas stepped inside the kitchen and nearly 
drooled at the variety of food he knew there were. The aroma of 
bread and fruits and meat hit his nostrils, causing his stomach to 
rumble louder inside him. Lukas went towards the kitchen's island 


where a bow/l of fruit sat in its center and picked a banana. He 
peeled it and took huge bites out of it, taking other fruits and putting 
them in his pockets for later. Lukas then went over to the bin filled 
with bread and pocketed a few rolls before settling down to eat a 
couple along with the banana. He leaned back on the counter and 
lost himself in the sweetness of the fruit and rolls. He still hasn't 
forgotten that he needed to stay aware of his surroundings, but he 
couldn't help but relax slightly and enjoy the food he really needed. 
And Mathias still wasn't around yet- 


Lukas stopped chewing and dropped the remainder of his roll. He 
heard the small noise of footsteps first, soft yet heavy, loud as if the 
person had no need to keep his presence hidden from the danger 
that lurked within this house, and then came the voice, laced with a 
mocking laughter. 


"Hey, Norge! Funny running into you here of all places!" 


"Damn," Lukas hissed under his breath. He turned around, turning to 
face Mathias. The sight of the other man instantly sickened Lukas, 
and he could feel his body tense up again with fury at everything 
about Mathias: the way he stood taller than Lukas, arms crossed and 
lips pulled into a thin, closed smile, his entire body screaming how 
much of the upper hand Mathias had here and that fighting was 
useless. Yet the way Mathias looking back at him, it felt like Lukas 
was being invited to fight, or at least try, and that had to be the worst 
of it, that Mathias was so sure of killing Lukas and making it into 
some fun game for himself that he wants to not go through the 
boredom of slaying without a challenge. 


But he wasn't going to go down as easily as Mathias believes, at 
least that's what Lukas hoped. If Mathias wanted a fight, then Lukas 
will give it to him. 


"Eh, bro, you okay?" Mathias said, prodding himself into Lukas's 
thoughts. Lukas gasped and jumped back; while burning in rage, he 
didn't realize that Mathias had stepped closer to him, so close that 
Lukas could feel Mathias's body heat. 


Mathias poked Lukas's forehead and laughed when Lukas slapped it 
away as well as slapping Mathias in the face. Rubbing his reddening 
cheek, Mathias chuckled, "Well, that hurts, heh heh! And to think, | 
wanted to spare you this one time for some love-making! | missed 
you so much!" He then stepped closer and pouted when Lukas 
stepped back further. "You don't miss me?" Silence. "... Oh, | see 
how it is! Geez, you hold yourself back when you could attack a 
dude instantly and this is the thanks he gets! Under Berwald, you 
were the biggest ingrate of my comrades." 


Lukas started backing away some more, getting his mind to working 
on an attack. They were in the kitchen, so there had to be knives 
around, unless Mathias threw them away to give the others a bigger 
disadvantage. 


No. They were there. Lukas's eyes flickered to his side, and on the 
counter next to the fruit bowl stood the knife holder, with the grips 
facing his way for easy and quick access. But he had to get it without 
Mathias noticing. 


Mathias caught Lukas's wandering gaze anyway and snorted. "Go 
ahead, Norge," he said as he uncrossed his arms. He lifted up his 
shirt to expose his abdomen and circled some areas. "Now, correct 
me if I'm wrong, but | think these are where some of the major 
organs are in, as you may remember from fighting as many battles 
as | have, heh. And then-" he lifted his shirt higher, exposing his 
chest, "-there's the heart and lungs. Any of these you can get to if 
you grab one of those beauties over there and stab them deep 
enough. Or, you can slice open my neck, which might be difficult for 
someone as short as you to make a correct hit, so..." He stooped 
over and craned his head back to expose his neck. "Here. At the 
jugular. Maybe you can prove to be a better fighter than your little 
brother is. Oops! | mean was..." 


Nose flared and teeth grit with instinctive anger, Lukas swiftly 
grabbed a knife out of the holder and swung his arm to stab it into 
Mathias. Noticing Lukas's moements, Mathias moved his arm up to 
block the attack and move his head back. He gripped Lukas's wrist 


and twisted it, making Lukas drop the knife. Lukas uppercutted 
Mathias's chin and kicked him in the pelvis, which forced Mathias 
back long enough for Lukas to grab another knife. Lukas ran towards 
Mathias with it and jabbed it towards him. Mathias moved his body 
just a bit, only enough to have Lukas miss a vital organ. But it still 
hurt, and Mathias allowed a rough, low grunt of pain to escape. He 
grabbed Lukas's wrist again when Lukas tried to pull away and 
twisted it harder, twisting it until he heard a snap, followed by Lukas's 
high-pitched cry of anguish. 


Lukas started to crumple to his knees as fire shot throughout his 
body from his cracked wrist, but then he rose back onto his feet and 
kicked down at Mathias's groin as hard as he could. Mathias 
loosened his grip on Lukas's wrist and grabbed Lukas's face. He 
slammed Lukas's head into the counter once, twice, three times, and 
Lukas reached for the nearest dish that he hoped was nearby, and 
when he felt a plate, he slammed it against Mathias, hoping it had hit 
him in the face or jaw or anywhere where it'll hurt him the most. 


It worked. Mathias reeled back, holding on to the side of his head as 
blood gushed between his fingers. "Fuck! You little shit!" Mathias 
screamed as charged to grapple Lukas in a tight bear hug, knife 
inside him or not. Lukas jumped out of Mathias's way and rolled over 
the kitchen island, knocking the bowl of fruit out and further injuring 
his broken wrist. He ran out of the kitchen, holding on to his injured 
arm and making himself stay conscious as long as possible until he 
got to safety. Lukas slowly lost awareness, and barely got his footing 
straight and stable enough to carry him up the stairs and throw him 
into the nearest bedroom. But once Lukas got there, he slammed the 
door closed and locked it before he leaned against it, slowly sliding 
down the door and facedown onto the carpet, the pain of his broken 
arm and smashed skull finally taking him into much-needed 
unconsciousness. 


lll... I'll fight later. Can't fight with a broken... a broken... ow... 


In the kitchen, Mathias stood by the island, using it as support as he 
ripped off his shirt and slowly pulled the knife out of his side and 


swearing under his breath in every moment of it. He snatched a 
towel off its rack and pressed it hard against the stab wound to slow 
the bleeding, and he hurried into the living room. There, he went to 
the first aid kit that hung on a wall, took out the equipment, and went 
straight away to fixing himself: cleaning off as much blood as 
possible, sticking the large, curved needle into his skin to stitch up 
the hole in his abdomen and wrapping up the gash on his head, and 
cleaning the rest of the blood off and covering it with a gauze and 
bandage, all the while beating back the temptation to use the little 
secret advantage he had upstairs in his study, tucked and locked 
away in his desk so that no one else, especially not its master, could 
use it for their own survival as well. 


The temptation was so great, though, especially when Mathias got 
the hang of the tool and the cool tricks he learned because of it, 
which could most definitely helped him win if it weren't for the fact 
that it would've been cheating. 


Don't use it, man, Mathias told himself as he gulped down a couple 
of painkillers provided in the kit before packing it up and hanging it. 
You already used it once, and that's all you need. Man, that little shit 
can fight, though. | wonder if | really do need to use another- 


Mathias shook his head in self-scolding and slouched down on the 
couch, sitting and staring off into space as he started to think some 
more about his plan, something to keep him awake until the buzzing 
in his head stopped. He needed to come up with the next step, 
maybe even improvise one to speed up the process, and with his 
coming close to death just minutes ago and the new stitches on his 
body, Mathias needed to increase his guard. No sleep for him this 
time until he was sure he was going to win the game he started and 
that no one was going to kill him at his most vulnerable state. 


As if | got any sleep before, he thought as he stretched and yawned, 
watching the afternoon sunlight pour from the front windows and into 
the livingroom. 


And here goes another chapter up! I'm so slow with the updates, | 
know, and I'm sorry. :( And I'm sorry this chapter's rushed; | was up 
at twelve in the morning and finished this at five-thirty, and | needed 
sleep but didn't want to stop when | was on a writing roll! And thanks 
to you guys who continue to follow this and stuff! Wow, I'm so happy! 
non 


Also, someone mentioned knives...? 


Helpless 


The green light of the watch's tiny screen shone brightly in the tiny 
closet as Emil played with its buttons, switching from the 12-hour 
display to the 24-hour one. According to the tiny date in the screen's 
corner, it was now day four of Mathias's mind going berserk. Emil 
was trapped in this mansion for four days, and the entrapment took 
its toll on him. He could feel his anxiety levels rising and his paranoia 
growing stronger; he felt like a rodent hiding and running under the 
hungry eyes of a hawk, and the only thing he found to calm his 
nerves enough to prevent him from breaking down was to play with 
this digital watch. 


The prospect of surviving this hell and walking out alive was getting 
bleak. Yesterday, Emil slipped under Mathias's radar and switched 
rooms as the rules stated, but he came too close to Mathias as he 
did so. He could tell because he heard Mathias's footsteps pacing up 
and down the hallways, and his voice mumbling to himself some 
strange words that Emil couldn't make out but felt he heard before. 
With that close call and the other encounter in his guest bedroom, 
Emil's hope of leaving this place shrank so much that a part of him 
wanted to simply get it over with, to limp out of the closet, find 
Mathias himself, and just be killed. It sure did felt better than sitting in 
a dark, cramp closet like this, his ripped stitches infecting his ankle. 


And then there was the others. Tino and Berwald, their bodies, just 
lying there on the floor with their blooding drained out of them, and 
the damage done both to their bodies and the room spoke just how 
much of a violent monster Mathias truly was. And their deaths meant 
there were three left, and that is if Mathis didn't anybody else. Peter 
was only a child that Mathias attacked once before, so there was no 
telling how easily he could be taken down. And Lukas... 


Emil didn't want to think about Lukas. He couldn't think about him in 
such a way; as much as he didn't want to admit it, Emil saw the 
strength and resilience Lukas had in him; even as a small child, Emil 


noticed that Lukas- as a man and a nation was hard to break or take 
down. That kind of strength was why Emil based a large probability 
of his survival on him: if Lukas can survive this, then there had to be 
some chance that Emil can as well, and they both can escape 
together. But if Lukas didn't make it... 


No, Emil immediately cut off that thought. No, no, no! He's strong 
and he's going to make it. We both are going to make it, we have to! 
We will! 


As much as Emil tried to reassure himself, he didn't feel any better 
about the situation. In fact, thinking about it started to make him 
panic. Suffocating from his own fear, Emil cracked open the closet 
door and poked his head out. He took shallow, weak breaths of the 
cool air outside the closet, tasting the sweat forming from his brow 
as it rolled in beads down his face. He looked down the hallway for 
Mathias and then down at his watch. Two minutes. Emil withdrew his 
head back into the closet. He wished that those two minutes would 
drag as long as they can; he wasn't ready to go back out there- 
despite his earlier contemplation of giving up- and be cornered to his 
death by Mathias, but staying in one spot didn't work well for him 
before... 


Emil carefully stood up in the closet and wiped his sweat on his 
pajama sleeve. Taking a couple of deep breaths, he limped outside 
and stood quietly to listen. It was silent, but there was some faint 
noise going on around the corner. 


"Aw, shit!" Emil hissed under his breath. He turned back to the 
closet, quickly looked around for some weapon, and chose an 
umbrella from there. He then walked as fast as he can to the 
opposite direction of where Mathias was to avoid fighting him; he still 
needed to do something about his injury, and getting into a brawl that 
he wouldn't be able to win wasn't going to help. He went down the 
stairs, glancing over his shoulders to be sure that Mathias wasn't 
following him. 


Peter's upper body slouched from exhaustion as he sluggishly 
moved about. He was drained, and everything about this was 
making him ill: missed meals, running here and there, being too alert 
to sleep, being worried about his parents (even though Peter was 
sure that if his mother couldn't fight, his father was strong enough to 
protect them both) and that smell of blood that drifted everywhere in 
the air and made its way into Peter's nostrils. 


"Why is it so smelly?" Peter wondered softly to himself. He was 
about to turn the corner when he quickly remembered that he was 
supposed to be more careful. He stopped and pressed himself 
against the wall, peeking his head around the corner for Mathias. His 
breath caught in his throat when he saw that a person was around 
the corner, but after taking a closer look, he realized that the person 
wasn't tall enough or walking right for it to be his uncle. In fact it 
looked like... 


"E-!" Peter began to shout before he clapped his hand over his 
mouth. He shouldn't shout, no matter how relieved and overjoyed he 
was at finding Emil. But still, the way Emil limped bothered Peter, 
and that ankle was looking horrible. Peter was indecisive; he wanted 
to follow Emil and help him with his ankle as much as he can, but if 
he does that and Mathias catches them together, he might get angry 
and punish them with that electrocuting tiny robots inside them. 


With the last sign of Emil gone down the stairs, Peter decided to 
follow behind him. It was definitely better than being alone to him. 


“Calm down, man, just keep calm," Emil muttered to himself. He 
walked through the living room and into the kitchen, the umbrella 
clutched tightly in his hands. He stopped by the sink, stepping 
around the mess of broken dishes and blood that was around it and 
feeling a tinge of fear of what could've caused it, to get to the towel 
that hung on the rack by it. He took the towel, ran some water on it, 
and used it to clean the dried blood from his ankle to make himself 
feel a little less nauseous about his wound. He went about it quickly, 
knowing that Mathias could be near by now. 


After scrubbing away the last noticeable bit of blood from his ankle, 
Emil tossed the towel into the sink and stood in front of it, looking at 
the outside world and watching the natural, placid life of the forest 
that surround them under the clear, bright sunlight. He pushed his 
sleeve up on his arm and checked his watch again, shaking his head 
solemnly. 


"Trapped like damn animals," Emil grumbled. 
"Emil!" 


"Yaagh!" Emil jumped and spun around quickly, holding the umbrella 
tightly and pointed for an attack. When he saw that it was simply 
Peter standing in the doorway, his hands up to protect himself from 
any oncoming blows, Emil sighed in relief and lowered his weapon. 
"“Godammit, Peter, don't sneak up on people like that, especially in a 
time like this!" He hissed. "And don't shout!" 


"Oh, s-sorry about that." Peter lowered his hands. "I'm just happy to 
see you is all. I've been so alone, and, uh... Have you seen Mama?" 


Emil went silent as the images of Peter's parents, Berwald and Tino 
in their own blood and their bodies violated in ways he couldn't bring 
himself to imagine, flooded his mind. "Peter," he began, before 
trailing off. The conflicting need to tell the child the truth and the wish 
to protect him from his own orphaned reality weighed heavily on Emil 
where his entire body visibly went limp and weak. 


Peter noticed the sudden somber way Emil look and frowned. "Emil, 
what's wrong? Is it my Mama and Papa?" 


"Yes..." Emil moved around the kitchen's island to get closer to 
Peter, neither of them noticing the small clicking sound coming from 
the cellar door. "Peter, | found your parents-" 


Peter's eyes flitted towards the cellar door and he gasped as it 
swung open. "Emil, look out!" 


Emil looked and screamed as Mathias made a move to swiftly 
snatch him up from behind. He swung his umbrella repeatedly at 
Mathias, who took all the hits without even slowing down so he could 
bend low to Emil's unguarded waist and grapple him. When he gota 
holding of Emil's waist in his arms, Mathias lifted Emil and draped 
him over his shoulder and bolted for downstairs from where he 
came, sparing a moment to wink at Peter before disappearing into 
the basement door. 


Peter stood in the silent kitchen afterward, so surprised by the quick 
attack and abduction that he didn't move, didn't react, or even think 

clearly until seconds later as Emil's screams and cries reached him 

and shook him into action. 


"Emil! Emil, I'm coming!" Peter shouted as he ran after his uncle and 
cousin. 


Mathias was just ahead of him, struggling to hold the kicking and 
hitting Emil on his shoulder as he went. "Holy shit, Emil, would you 
stop thrashing around like that!" He grunted. 


"Let go of me!" Emil screamed. He gave one thwack of his umbrella 
after another on Mathias's back and squirmed wildly. 


Mathias gritted his teeth and grunted softly with each blow; he was 
bearing it all well so far, but it was getting more painful by the day, 
and he knew if he stopped now to even rest, he would seriously fall 
so far back from his goal, and he was so close to winning. 


And then there was that last resort he found, that one little trick up 
his sleeve if he ever needed it- 


"Uncle Mathias, stop!" 


Mathias looked over his unoccupied shoulder and cursed under his 
breath. Peter was coming in pretty close for a small kid, and Mathias 
would've been impressed, even outright ecstatic, at having another 
chase to make it more fun for him if it wasn't for the fact that he 


actually wasn't expecting Peter to come after him and that he was 
getting exhausted. 


Mathias squeezed his eyes shut and tuned out the boys' yelling. 
Keep going, man, just keep going! He cut through an opening of 
shelves and wove through the rows of them in a random pattern to 
lose Peter as best he can. He then got to his knees and took Emil off 
his shoulder, covering his mouth and wrapping his arm around Emil 
to keep him still. 


"No! Come back! Stop!" Peter ran into the shelves as well and 
stopped when he lost sight of Mathias and Emil. "Aw, crud." He 
stood and looked all around him to spot any sign of Mathias, 
squinting and using the little amount of light the weak light bulbs can 
offer to peer into the area. He remained quiet as well to listen to any 
little sound that can show their location. 


In Mathias's arm, Emil jerked his shoulders and limbs against 
Mathias with as much force as he could use while restrained. He 
started grunting in Mathias's hand, but whimpered and grew quiet 
when Mathias squeezed his jaw to silence him with pain. 


Come on, Peter, leave. Scram! Mathias thought as he held Emil 
down. Why isn't this brat leaving, is he that dumb?! 


Emil made a small muffled sob of pain, making Mathias jerk Emil's 
head back roughly while still gripping his jaw to punish him. 


"You be quiet, Ice," Mathias whispered into Emil's ear. "| swear to 
God, if you make any noise and cry like a little bitch, | promise you, 
I'll ride your ass so roughly your anus'll bleed long after you're dead- 
fuck!" 


Emil bit into Mathias's palm hard and shook himself free when 
Mathias became distracted by the pain. He jumped to his feet and 
ran off, calling out Peter's name as he tried to get out of the labyrinth 
of shelves. 


"Fucking shit!" Mathias hissed. He shook his bitten hand and rose on 
his feet as well and turned to one of the bottles of wine that lied in 
the shelf. He took one out of its place and wielded its neck like a 
sword and went off the same way Emil escaped, his entire face 
tense and shoulders tense with fury and impatience. 


"Emil?" Peter called back. He looked around and started to follow his 
voice, but Emil found him first. Grabbing Peter's arm, Emil pulled him 
along as he led him away from Mathias. "Emil, you're okay!" 


"Yeah, now shut up and let's get out of here!" 
"Wait, shouldn't we fight him?" 

"What?!" 

"There's two of us, we can fight him!" 

"Screw that! Just run-Ugh!" 


To both their surprise, a flying wine bottle shot out and smashed 
against the back of Emil's head spraying old wine all over him. Emil 
stumbled and fell on his hands and knees, feeling blood already 
gushing out and collecting in his wine-soaked hair. The broken 
remains of the bottle clanked in the distance, or maybe it only 
seemed far off because the pain that was collecting in Emil's body- 
the ripping sinew of his injured knee, the soreness of his jaw, and the 
new gash in his head- was taking its toll on him. 


Shit... oh shit... Emil cursed to himself as he panted. 

"Emil!" Peter got on his knees and gently shook Emil by the 
shoulders. "Emil, come on! Come on get up! Please, we have to get 
out! Emil!" His bottom lip started to shake, and in a slowly weakening 
voice, he continued to beg Emil to rise up so they can escape. 


"Geez, Peter, you're a pretty stupid kid, y'know that?" 


Peter gasped softly and looked behind him. Mathias stood behind 
them both with his arms crossed and his mouth pulled into a 
disappointed yet nonchalant frown in an obvious attempt to mask his 
exhaustion and irritation. Peter froze like a trapped animal as he 
looked up at his most real nightmare. 


Mathias shook his head and continued, "You should've left kid, to 
make it easier for the both of us; would've saved yourself and kept 
yourself alive for another day. Ugh, now | have to find a way to kill 
you both at the same time. Man, and to think | had the thought of 
keeping you alive." 


"No..." 


Mathias raised an eyebrow and snorted. "No, you don't want to be 
alive?" 


"NO!" Peter took the umbrella out of Emil's hand and swung it wildly 
at Mathias. Mathias swore and moved from side to side to avoid 
getting hit by Peter, receiving a few hits that would've made him yelp 
in pain if he wasn't snickering in mild amusement. 


"| hate you!" Peter cried, his eyes as wild as his umbrella-swinging. "I 
hate you, | hate you, | hate you! I'm gonna kill you!" 


"Oh, I'd love to see you try you little shit!" Mathias sneered. The 
snide smirk returned on his face, but he knew that despite the time of 
his life he's having he still has to be cautious, especially with his 
body getting weaker and exhausted from fighting so many times. 
Still, he couldn't help himself but chuckle as he stepped left and 

right, left and right, steadily backing away as Peter grew bolder and 
angrier the closer he stepped to Mathias. 


Finally, bored with the tactless sidestepping to avoid getting hurt, 
Mathias squatted low and made a sweeping kick to knock Peter off 
his feet. The umbrella that was in Peter's hand skidded away. 
Mathias quickly got up and took hold of Peter's shirt and shorts, 


picking him up and slamming him against the cellars walls and 
shelves and floor. 


"What happened to killing me, huh?" Mathias taunted as he held the 
limp and whimpering boy by the neck. He shook him a little to geta 
response, and laughed when Peter weakly lifted his fist to hit him 
only to let it drop to his side. "Can't do it now, can't you?" 


"Huh? What was that?" 
"E-Emil..." 


"Oh! Now | see!" Mathias laughed. He called over his shoulder, "Hey! 
Hey, Emil! Peter needs ya over here!" 


Emil, still dizzy from the gash opened from his head, stumbled to his 
feet and stood as straight as he could on wobbly knees. He pressed 
his hand on his wound and looked up. Although his vision became 
blurry, Emil could still see the smirk across Mathias's face and the 
lifeless-looking Peter dangling in his hand. 


"You're gonna help this poor brat, aren'tcha? | mean, he did kinda 
risked his life to save yours." He nodded towards the umbrella. "Your 
little weapon is over there. And there are plenty of wine bottles for 
you to choose from. Could even try tossing one right at the back of 
my head like | did you." 


"Emil..." Peter said softly, unable to completely beg for help. 


"That is," Mathias continued, "If you're bold enough. Whatcha gonna 
do, Ice?" 


As Mathias spoke, his grin stretched to Cheshire proportions, and 
the way he spoke... It was already weird in itself that he offered Emil 
the opportunity to hurt and even kill him, but the tone hidden in the 
suggestion, it was so taunting and provoking, like he was challenging 


him without being serious. It was as if he was saying that Emil 
couldn't do it. 


Or wouldn't do it. 


When the idea dawned on Emil, he grew angry. Not just because 
Mathias was having so much fun tormenting them like this that he 
made this entire murder into a game, but because of being called 
weak-willed, especially when Emil was already injured without a 
chance to defend himself, which made the insult all the more unfair 
to him. He wanted to prove Mathias wrong; he wanted to take a 
bottle and smash it against Mathias's head so many times that his 
brain would ooze out, and ultimately save the rest of them and put 
an end to this sickness. 


"We're waiting, Ice..." 
And yet... 


Maybe it was the blood loss in his head that screwed up his thinking, 
but he made the choice that proved Mathias right. 


He swiftly turned away and fled. 


"Emil!" Peter cried out a little louder after the retreating back. "Emil, 
no!" 


Emil squeezed his eyes shut and ignored Peter's cries as he sped 
up the stairs and out the door to the upper level. In his mind, he 
made up one excuse after another to justify running away like this- 
his leg was injured, his head was smashed open, Peter should have 
left like Mathias said- but nothing could block out the angry 
accusations of cowardice and selfishness that rang louder in his 
head. 


"Yep, | knew it," Mathias said. He turned his attention back to Peter 
and clicked his tongue in pity. "Aw, poor little guy," he cooed as he 
brushed the tears on Peter's cheek away with his thumb. "That just 


sucks, doesn't it, when you do something for others just for them to 
turn their back on you. | Know the feeling. Which is why I'll do youa 
favor." 


He squeezed Peter's throat tighter, and Peter whimpered and 
gasped for air. Mathias then threw Peter to the floor and stomped 
heavily on his stomach, causing the child to cough and choke on 
vomit. Kneeling on top of Peter, Mathias gripped Peter's throat again 
and squeezed harder. 


"I'll skip the rape and just end your misery quick, okay? Since | 
already got you a couple of times before, | guess it doesn't matter 
anymore, does it?" 


Peter held on to Mathias's wrists, his teary eyes begging for his life 
to be spared before they slowly started to become empty. 


"Tell your mother and father | said hi when you get to the other side, 
okay?" Mathias told him, which was the last thing he heard before 
his lungs shut down. "Shit, you were such a cute kid, too." 


Upstairs, Emil ran blindly, unsure where he was going, just 
somewhere that he can run and hide until he can get away at the 
end and forget this horror. And Peter... 


With his head down and his hand still pressed on his head, Emil half- 
ran, half-limped until he suddenly bumped into something that 
knocked in down on his bottom. 


"Hey, what- Emil?" 


Emil looked up at his name being mentioned. Relief, sadness, and 
utter helplessness washed over him when he saw that it was Lukas, 
the person that he needed the most now. 


Kneeling down in front of Emil, Lukas cupped Emil's face and 
examined it, taking note of the bloody mess and damage on it. "Emil, 
oh my God," Lukas said in a hushed voice. 


"Run," Emil panted. 

"What?" 

"We have to run! Mathias, he... and Peter... | couldn't... | didn't-!" 
“Emil, what are you trying to say? What about Peter?" 

"We can't save him! | didn't save him!" 

"What?" 


"Hey, Emil," Mathias voice called out from the lower level. "I finished 
off Peter, do you want to be next? | got plenty of time and energy if 
you do!" 


"Oh, shit!" Lukas hissed. He helped Emil up and supported him as 
they evaded to the nearest room. They went inside the room's closet 
and closed the door, and for a few minutes, they remained silent, 
listening to the sick cheerfulness of Mathias's voice as he seemed to 
pace the area they were near, until he started to whine and loudly 
called it quits. 


It was then that Emil couldn't hold it in anymore. "Lukas," he cried 
quietly, sniffling and shaking from the trauma. "| couldn't save him..." 
Emil then pressed himself against Lukas's body, burying his face into 
Lukas's shoulder and tightening his arms around Lukas's hips. 


Normally, this exchange of affection would've been a strange- albeit 
welcomed- act to Lukas, who couldn't even get the younger boy to 
call him "Big Brother" as often as he like, let alone get a hug from 
him. But under the circumstances they were in, it was completely 
understandable. 


Lukas returned the embrace, stroking Emil's silvery locks as Emil's 
body quivered with sobs. 


Oh, wow, these updates are coming slower and slower. Ah, I'm sorry 
about that, and for the quality getting worse in this story. 


And thanks to you guys for supporting this story, and for the people 
who kicked my butt (nicely) enough to get me to finish this chapter! 


Broken Spell 


"We have to fight back." 


Emil lifted his head off Lukas's lap, jolted awake from his half-sleep 
by his older brother's words. They were hiding together behind the 
bathtub of the guest bathroom after moving to another safe spot, 
following one of Mathias's rule to move periodically, yet still following 
an unspoken agreement to disregard the other rule of separating 
from each other. Even though they didn't say it out loud, they knew 
that separation this far into the hunt was pointless, especially when 
one of them- if not both- was going to die, anyhow. It was decided in 
that split second when Lukas and Emil met again that they were 
going to hide and stay put, and hope they can run the clock to its 
final second and make it out alive. 


Which was why Emil was absolutely confused and stunned at 
Lukas's suggestion when he replied, "You're joking, right?" 


Lukas shook his head and sighed softly, already predicting a protest 
from his younger brother coming. He couldn't blame him, though; 
even though Lukas contemplated fighting back against Mathias and 
escaping with his little brother, he himself didn't know how he was 
going to do that with them both at a disadvantage. "Urgh..." Lukas 
groaned and pressed his palm against his head where pain pulsed 
against his skull. 


And that damn headache... 


"Lukas, are you okay?" Emil asked as he reached to cup Lukas's 
face in his hands. 


Lukas waved Emil's hands away. "Ugh, yeah, I'm fine. Just those 
nanobot things getting to me, | think." 


"Okay, then. But still, what you just said is ridiculous." 


"And why's that?" 
"You know why!" 
"Keep it down, Emil, you don't have to yell." 


Emil lowered his voice to a harsh whisper as he continued, "We can't 
because we'll be killed! Mathias went against all of us and he's still 
walking around like some indestructible freak and- | don't think he 
even got any sleep! And these little robot things; he still has the 
remote control to set them off inside us if he wanted to, and Lukas- 
no." 


Lukas grimaced, pained by the terror plaguing Emil's eyes but still 
adamant on his stance. "And the alternative is better? Staying in one 
spot for hours on end and praying that he doesn't find us? Only 
moving out in the open where he can find us and then he can surely 
get us? Emil, we're screwed either way, and we might as well fight 
back." 


"Lukas, not every time we switch hiding spots Mathias comes out to 
get us; we got here without him spotting us, right?" 


"Yeah, but he's looking for us-" 
"And this is safer! Lukas, please don't make me go out there..." 


"Emil, please. We can't keep hiding like this, just trust- agh, my 
head..." 


"See! You can't even fight, yourself. You're not feeling well enough to 
face Mathias, especially with that wrist and headache of yours, and 
I'm still injured, so neither of us can do it." 


"Emil, I'm fine, okay? They're just random migraines and a sprained 
wrist. And even if | do have some head trauma, | can still fight. We 
can still fight. In case you didn't Know, Mathias has to be very 


exhausted and injured too, and there's two of us. We can do 
something, two against one." 


Emil's eyes started to glisten, and Lukas could practically feel the 
fright and pleas intensify before Emil opened his mouth again. 
"Lukas..." 


"We'll do something about our predicament. We'll make a strategy of 
sorts and go against him two to one. Not even that determined-to-a- 
fault Dane can withstand a fight from two people at once while he's 
weakened." 


When Emil started to shake his head, Lukas held on to Emil's 
shoulder with his good hand and looked into his eyes. "Trust me. 
Trust me and fight with me. | won't let you get hurt anymore." 


Emil looked down at the floor, concentrating on the tiles' patterns as 
he tried not to cry. 


"Fight with me, or you'll end up like Peter." 


Emil's eyes flickered up to Lukas's face, noticing the little features 
like his jaw locking and eyes hardening in frustration, and he knew 
that the decision was set in stone now, whether he liked it or not. 
"Okay," he murmured, nodding in resignation and shaking at the 
thought of what he can only imagined happened to Peter after he 
fled. 


"Thank you, Emil." Lukas pulled Emil into a small hug and wiped 
away a tear that ran down Emil's cheek with his thumb. "It's going to 
be okay. We're going to get out of this." 


"| hope you're right, goddammit," Emil sniffled as he got out of the 
hug. He rolled his sleeve up to his elbow and checked his watch. 
"So, we have about 15 minutes to come up with a brilliant plan 
before we have to go back out there and risk our necks for a 
possibility. Any ideas?" 


"Huh, | didn't know you had a watch." 


Emil held up his wrist and waved it around. "You haven't noticed this 
bulky, green glowing thing at all? | had it for a while, now. Heh. Hey, 
didn't you have one of the same thing?" 


"Yeah, I-" Lukas took his broken wrist in his other hand and held it 
up, and noticed how bare it actually is. Letting his arm fall, he 
grumbled, "Aw, fuck, it must've came off when | fought Mathias a 
couple of days ago. Shit!" 


"So is that why your wrist is broken? Because of him?" 


"How else could it get broken in here? Damn, | wish | had pain 
killers, now." 


Emil pushed himself off the floor and steadied himself along the 
walls as he made his way to the sink as soundlessly as he can. 
Tugging the cleanest towel he saw off its rack, Emil held it under the 
faucet and ran the cold water on low. When the whole towel was wet 
and cold enough, Emil shut off the faucet and squeezed excess 
water from the makeshift compression and hobbled back to their 
Original spot. He lowered himself slowly to his knees to not disturb 
his ankle and pressed the cold towel onto the temple of Lukas's 
head. 


Lukas placed his hand on the towel and held it in place. "Ah, thanks." 
"Is it helping at all?" 

"Yes, it's working a little." 

"Okay." Emil moved next to Lukas and stretched out his legs as 
much as he can in the small hiding area, leaning against Lukas's 
shoulder and staring absentmindedly at the wall. After a couple of 


minutes of silence, Emil spoke up, "So, anything?" 


“Not yet." 


"Me, neither. Damn, this is hard. How does Mathias do it?" 


"Dunno. | guess he just got good at it over the centuries. Though 
why he decided to go back to his barbaric roots instead of using his 
strategic skills to help impoverish citizens in his country I'll never 
know." Lukas paused and turned the towel around to press its colder 
side to his head. "Damn, we need a miracle at this point." 


"A big miracle," Emil muttered. He sighed and pouted. "It's times like 
this when | wish you still practiced magic..." 


Lukas looked at Emil quizzically, not because he was confused, but 
because something started to snap inside him when he heard that 
word. "Magic...?" 


"Yeah. | didn't want to admit it back then, but you did some pretty 
cool stuff with those magic tricks and stuff. It was nice, even when | 
grew older." Emil smiled fondly at the memories. "You were really 
good at it back then." 


Lukas scoffed humorously. "'Were'?' You make it seem like | lost my 
touch." 


"No, no! | didn't mean it like that, | just thought that you didn't do 
magic stuff anymore. Wait!" Emil straightened up and looked into 
Lukas's eyes eagerly. "Does that mean you can use magic?" 


"Well, yeah." 
"That means you can use spells to get us out of here!" 


"Yeah, Emil, but | still need my-" Lukas gasped, staring blankly 
ahead of him as something was working inside his mind. In his head, 
there was a final snap, as if once rusted gears started to work again, 
helping to connect his conscious thought to memories hidden in his 
subconscious. It was as if a curtain was lifted and that nothing was 
blocking him from accessing the one thing he knew he needed but 
couldn't place a name too. In that instant, the intense migraines he 


suffered- which he now figured was nothing more than a blockade- 
disappeared, and he lowered the hand that was holding the now- 
unneeded compression. 


Emil gently shook Lukas's shoulder. "Lukas?" 
"My spell book." 
"Yeah. You still got it, right?" 


"God, | hope so!" Lukas said as he got to his feet and started 
towards the door. 


"Huh? What does that mean?" Emil rose to his feet as well and 
followed Lukas. "Oh, man, you didn't bring it with you, did you?" 


"No, | did." Lukas said as he checked both ends of the hallway 
before rushing out to get to his guest bedroom. "But Mathias, he 
knows | have it, too." 


"Wait, you don't think..." Emil trailed off, both the fear of the answer 
and the pain lingering in his leg stopping him from finishing his 
question. 


The answer came anyway. Sneaking into his bedroom with his 
brother close behind, Lukas went to the trunk at the end of his bed. 
Both the latch and the lock that kept it close were smashed to 
pieces. Lukas lifted the lid anyway, hoping that there was some 
miracle after all, but doing so only confirmed his fear. The 
compartment was emptied of all its content, especially the one thing 
they needed the most. 


"Fuck," Lukas grunted softly. He then slammed the lid close, too 
frustrated to be cautious about making loud noises. "FUCK!" 


Emil's stomach dropped to the floor as the familiar sense of 
hopelessness washed over him. They were going to die. They were 
going to die and he knew it. No matter what they did, Mathias was 


always two steps ahead in this game he made. Emil felt another 
break down coming. 


Unsure what to do, Emil simply looked around the room. He needed 
to calm down, just distract himself. There has to be some place other 
than the trunk the book may be hiding- 


"Oh." Emil whispered as his eyes caught something. "Lukas?" 
"What, Emil?" Lukas groaned as he rubbed his forehead. 
Emil pointed. "| think Mathias left us something." 


Lukas raised an eyebrow at Emil before turning his head to where 
Emil was pointing. Taped to the wall were a couple of pieces of 
paper, yellow with age and ripped at the edges. Lukas stood up and 
went to the pages. He gingerly fingered the tape until the pages 
came off the walls and tried to read what was on them paper. Black 
marker blocked almost all of the words, but Lukas only needed to 
see the name on top- heavily circled and with "| THINK THIS IS 
WHAT HAPPENED TO YOU NORGE" messily scrawled next to it- to 
know what this meant. 


"What is it?" Emil asked as he tried to read over his brother's 
shoulder. 


"This spell, it was the one that | was experiencing when we first 
arrived here," Lukas murmured mostly to himself. He flipped the first 
page over- still blocked out with black marker on the back- and 
glanced at the page that was taped behind it. This too was ruined 
with marker except for the title, and this too was what clarified things 
for Lukas. 


Emil squinted hard as he tried to read the paper too. "Ba... Banna?" 
What's that?" 


Lukas visibly sulked. "It's Old Norse. And it's not good." 


The spell has to be over with now, Mathias thought as he sat back in 
his desk chair, toying with the pages of the spell book that he 
balanced on his crossed legs. If the spell Banna, or "Forbid", was 
over with, then Mathias figured that Lukas had started looking for his 
spell book now. The spell was pretty simple, too: just as the name 
said, it forbids whatever the spell caster from happening. In 
Mathias's case, it was preventing Lukas from remembering his spell 
book and all of the tricks in it, just for three days, enough for Mathias 
to study it a little himself (which was how he found the reactionary 
spell that made Lukas flipped out in the beginning) and see how he 
can use it himself. 


In all honesty, Mathias counted this as fate working for him; he was 
planning on going about completing his goal by simply playing along 
and hunting down his targets one by one and letting the aftereffects 
come naturally. Mathias happened to come across this book while he 
searched in Lukas's room for Emil- because he was sure at the time 
that he saw the little brat run in there- and as he flipped through the 
pages, he found that the book can give him a major advantage in 
this game, so much so that he was surprised that Lukas hadn't come 
for it. 


And he had to be sure that Lukas didn't come back for the spell book 
until it was long gone, as well as be sure that he himself doesn't go 
overboard with it. The glee Mathias had as he secretly stole that 
book- which was hard to do since it was so heavy and large under 
the flap of his robe- to take back to his study before he spotted Emil 
that one day was addictive. The possibilities the book provided to 
help Mathias win fed Mathias's drive to win, but he knew he didn't 
want to do that. He wanted to be as fair about it as possible, 
because only good leaders tampered their power enough so that 
their subordinates don't get hurt... too badly. 


So instead of casting every spell that appealed to him, Mathias 
limited himself to only a couple, one for blocking Lukas's memories 
of the spell book's existence and another to heal his wounds one 
time. The rest of the time was spent reading through the contents, 


looking for any other spell he could use for later, a really important 
one that he hopes can help him get the process moving. 


As Mathias did so, his phone vibrated on his desk. He reached for it 
with one hand as the other continued to flip through the spell book. 
When the screen on his phone kept going on the fritz, Mathias had to 
twist the adapter plugged into the phone and wave the phone itself 
around until it got decent enough connection. 


The thing that sent his phone abuzz was a news alert. He tapped the 
screen and brushed his fingertips over it to scroll, skimming the 
paragraphs and feeling his lips curl upwards at the information he 
was reading. 


Just then, Mathias heard a resounding slam from down the hall, 
followed by an even louder obscenity shouted that made the smirk 
on his face grow. He had half a mind to go pursue his out and about 
boyfriend since it was indeed time to go searching for the last two 
targets, but no, not now. Maybe in a few minutes, to build up the 
suspense for them a little to make it more fun. Right now, he had 
some spells to memorize. 


Oh, wo-o-ow, this update (just like all the others) was long overdue, 
huh? | was actually surprised people were still reading it since | 
haven't updated it in months, but hey, | finally got this one finished. 
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Another Fawn Down 


"God fucking damn it all!" 


Emil hurried behind his brother and placed a hand on his shoulder, 
giving it a firm squeeze as a sort of reminder of where they were. 
"Lukas, I'm upset too," he whispered in Lukas's ear, looking around 
them nervously, "but you really need to keep it down!" 


Lukas looked around too, but then shook his head and grumbled, 
"What the hell does it matter, anyway? He has the spell book and all 
of the spells at his disposal." His volume started to rise. "Let him 
fucking hear us!" He gripped his forehead with his palm and heaved 
heavily, stomping towards the stairs. "He's going to find us and kill us 
without lifting another damn finger and we can't do anything about it!" 


Emil shook his head slowly, even though Lukas didn't see it. "No, | 
don't think he'll do that..." 


Lukas stopped and turned towards his younger brother. "And why 
not, Emil? Why wouldn't he? That fucking bastard has pulled every 
trick he could think of to keep us trapped in this god-forsaken 
mansion and to leave us as defenseless as possible, and that spell 
book is just another damn torture toy he can- and will - use against 
us!" He punctuated his rant by slamming his foot into the wall, 
leaving behind a foot-sized hole in it. After huffing a few times, Lukas 
pressed his face into his hands and groaned loudly, the sound 
muffled by his palms. 


Emil turned his brother around by the shoulder and clasped onto 
both shoulders tightly, boring his eyes into Lukas' as he whispered 
harshly, "Hey, hey! Listen. Calm the hell down, would ya? Did you 
forget what you said in the bathroom earlier, about Mathias wanting 
to play this game of his fairly?" 


"You mean before we found out that he stole my spell book and used 
one of the spells to make me forget that it even existed, along with 
god knows what else he's planning to do with it?!" 


Emil shrugged and shook his head. "Maybe it's just that one spell, 
Lukas, we don't really know." He a reassuring squeeze to both of 
Lukas's shoulders to calm his older brother as well as to rid the panic 
rising in himself. "| mean, he found the book, yes, but we're still alive 
for now. We're still here and breathing and... You said it yourself that 
we still have a chance against him and to run out the clock until 
we're free." 


Lukas nodded slowly, taking in Emil's words bit by bit through the 
haze of fury. Although a small part in his mind didn't believe any of it 
and still wanted to curse and kick at things until Mathias comes to kill 
them off, the look of determination on his baby brother's face started 
to ebb away some of the fear. "Yeah... Yeah, | guess being alive so 
far should mean something." He ran his fingers through his hair and 
glanced around some more. "And if we go through with that two-on- 
one attack against him-" 


"We could totally win against him and finally be free!" Emil finished 
for him ecstatically, grin wide with eagerness. "We probably wouldn't 
even need that book to retaliate against him!" 


"But we still need to somehow ambush him, and that's gonna be the 
most difficult part of winning this game." Lukas reached back to 
scratch the nape of his neck as he thought aloud. "We know that 
Mathias is going to follow us when he sees us running because this 
is basically all just cat and mice, but how do we go about it without 
making it so obvious? | mean, Mathias is super oblivious at times, 
but this is one of those situations that he treats like a war to win, and 
he's always aware during a war-" 


"Shush, wait!" Emil grabbed the crook of Lukas's elbow and yanked 
him into a nearby room, Emil's guest room, as he heard the creaks 
of a door opening and closing. Moments after Emil gently but swiftly 
closed the bedroom door to a crack to peek through, Mathias 


stepped into his view, shoulder slumped and hands in his pajama 
pockets, looking around in a genuinely indifferent gaze. He stood 
there as if waiting for the last two guests to come out of hiding and 
make hunting them easier for him. 


"Is it him?" Lukas whispered, massaging his sprained wrist and 
wishing it would heal faster. 


Emil turned around slightly so his voice wouldn't go through the door. 
"Who else would it be?" He whispered back. He then winced and 
hissed, quickly glancing down at his ankle and retching at the sight 
of his unlaced stitches and the dark blood oozing from the reopened 
wound. He squeezed his eyes shut before reopening them and 
forcing himself to pay attention to Mathias instead. There will be time 
for nursing wounds later. 


"Shit, Emil, your ankle!" Lukas stared at the injured area too in alarm, 
eyes bulging at the slow downpour of the blood from the grossly- 
infected wound down to a little puddle underneath Emil's feet. He 
looked around the room for an item to use for the injury, whipping his 
head around in panic and spotting the pillows on the bed. He went 
over to the bed quietly and grabbed a pillow by the unopened end of 
the case. He then shook it gently until the insert fell out and went to 
kneel down by Emil's leg, where he tied the pillowcase as best as he 
could around Emil's ankle and ignored the agony of his own wrist as 
he did so. 


Emil continued to watch Mathias as his brother worked on his ankle 
and eased the pain, making a mental note to thank him later- if they 
could even make it out alive from all of this. His thoughts were 
interrupted though, as Mathias pulled a device out of his pocket. 
"What the hell...?" 


"What is it?" Lukas asked as he leaned around Emil's leg to geta 
look through the door too. He didn't see much, though; from his 
lower angle, all Lukas saw was Mathias's back from the shoulder 
blades down, and it seemed that Mathias was concentrating on an 


important object in his hands; his arms kept moving slightly and his 
head was bent down, as if reading... 


He has my book, that bastard! Lukas thought venomously, feeling an 
intense urge to pounce on the man's back and strangle him from 
behind right then and there like a lion ripping into a gazelle. 
However, his mistake was corrected when Emil replied, "Mathias has 
some little black device in his hand. | can't really tell what it is..." 


As he said this, Emil squinted to see what exactly Mathias did have. 
It was about the size of the remote control Mathias used to control 
the nanites in their bodies, so it could be that. If so, maybe they both 
can try to attack him now and snatch the remote out of his hand to 
switch off the little robots and break free from this mansion-turned- 
prison, or maybe shove some of those nanites down his throat and 
push him outside while the barrier's active so they can both watch 
him electrocute and writhe in pain on the cold, wet, muddy ground... 


Again, Emil's vengeful thoughts were cut short before they became 
more absurd as Mathias frustratingly worked the little black tool in his 
hand, and when he twisted and turned the object in his hand, Emil 
caught a glimpse of the glowing screen. "It's a cell phone!" 


"What?" 


"Yeah, he has a cell phone with him. And it looks like he's on the 
news?" Emil shook his head and tried to crane his neck to look at the 
screen's content. "How can he even get on the news site? We're in 
the middle of a forest with all connections cut thanks to him." 


Lukas finished patching up Emil's ankle and stood up to observe the 
phone in Mathias's hand. From where he stood in his new angle, it 
really did look like a news website. Mathias scrolled down the 
screen, where it looked like there was a long article and a few 
graphics in the paragraph breaks. As Mathias read whatever was on 
his phone, he twisted and fussed over a tiny black piece plugged into 
the headphone jack, even waving the phone around in the air, which 
gave them both a clearer view of the device. 


"| think that's an adapter," Lukas whispered to Emil. "He's using an 
adapter to be able to use his phone during the cut off. Step back!" 


Lukas pulled Emil away from the door as Mathias looked up from his 
phone and started to move. They both held their breaths and 
listened to the padding of his feet grow softer and softer in the 
distance until they were sure they heard him go down the stairs. 
They sighed in relief and crept out of the room once they were 
absolutely sure they were safe. Back in the middle of the empty hall 
again, Lukas and Emil stood in silence, thinking of the situation at 
hand. 


Mathias has Lukas's spell book. He also has an adapter for his 
phone so he can communicate with the outside world at will, or 
whatever reason he's using that phone. With Emil and Lukas 
suffering injuries that's debilitating in one way or the other, they were 
at a major disadvantage in fighting Mathias, even if they fought him 
together. 


Emil glanced down at the pillowcase tied around his ankles as he 
asked his brother, "So what now? Do we follow him and try the 
attack?" 


Lukas looked at his brother as he took his injured wrist in his hand 
and rubbed it gently, wincing as that slight touch sent splintering pain 
up his arm. Upon closer look, he saw that purplish bruises were 
spotting his pale skin. Damn, he thought. "Hm... | guess we could 
try it now, if you're up to it. Remember, even with us both, it'll 
probably be a tough fight to bring him down." 


"Yeah... We should've followed him then, we don't know where he's 
going." 


Lukas started towards the stairs. "He couldn't have gone far in the 
house, especially if he's looking for us. Let's go." 


He hated it when the damn adapter doesn't do its simple job and 
kept disconnecting his phone from the wireless network; it made 


loading the rest of the online article and obtaining some much 
needed information slow to do. And time was not something he could 
spare, even if he was winning. 


Mathias twisted and jiggled the black accessory on top of his phone 
to get the connectivity back on his device, but after a few minutes of 
trying to get it to work properly, he simply grunted and threw up his 
hands. He scrolled back up to the top where some of the article was 
already loaded and read that part instead, seeing as how it was the 
same as all of the other economic news he came across. 


"Stocks up twenty percent- ha ha pretty damn good... trading ports 
and imports looking good... Holy shit, she signed the contract 
yesterday? Yes! Yes, yes, yes!" Mathias pumped his fist in the air 
and cleared his throat; he glanced around to see if the last two 
guests heard him; he didn't want to alert them and scare them off if 
they were nearby. Still, his face lit with satisfaction as he pocketed 
his phone and continued on his way to the kitchen, working to keep 
down the hardening in his pants that the excitement was forming. He 
wanted to save it for later, for whomever he catches next. 


He cut through the area and sprinted down the cellar stairs. In the 
lower level, he stopped in front of his most recently imported bottles 
of wine, reading through the silver plaques nailed to the shelf beam 
below them. He took one bottle out after the other, reading the labels 
and placing them back in their hold. He'll admit, maybe it was too 
soon to start planning the celebration, but the perfect victory needs 
the perfect wine. 


He checked out the next bottle's label and smiled sadly at it, at the 
one-man celebration that this wine will serve. It would've been nice 
to invite someone to come out and party with him, but he knew that a 
lot of questions would be raised, and trying to explain the absence of 
the other Nordics would prove to be difficult. 


He shrugged it off. Well, more wine for me, | guess, Mathias thought. 
He jammed a thumb nail under the cork and pressed hard until the 
cork popped and flew away across the room. He brought the bottle's 


Opening under his nose and gave it a good sniff. "Aah, man, 
definitely this one... Dammit, where did that cork go?" He spun 
around and looked over his shoulder, searching for the cork he wish 
he was more careful with. As he searched, he caught something at 
the corner of his eye. A shadow flew by- no, two shadowy figures- 
within the confusing maze of shelves. The quick footsteps that came 
along with the shadows seemed to move everywhere, probably due 
to the echoes of the cellar or the unplanned movements of the two 
figures as they skittered from one place to the other. Perfect. 


Mathias snickered and slowly lowered the wine bottle to the floor so 
it wouldn't clink on contact. Dusting his hands on his clothes, he 
crept around the shelves to the last spot where he saw the shadows. 
He quickly checked his watch as he moved and nodded with delight. 
Admittedly, Mathias never thought that his guests would actually 
follow his rules and move out according to the time cycle he set up 
for them; the other day, it definitely seemed like Emil wasn't going to 
follow through with the rules and just go about wherever he willed, 
but after the little run-in with Mathias, it was good to see he changed 
his mind and went with the flow. Much easier for the both of them. 


"He's stalking us now, right?" 


Lukas looked over his shoulder, placing a finger in front of his 
frowning lips as he and Emil crept around the cellar's level as loudly 
as they could. Although the younger man only whispered, within the 
cellar's chamber-like structure, anything could be echoed and 
passed around, something that could completely blow their plan. 
Still, Lukas looked beyond Emil and within the tiny empty bottle cells 
on the shelves, and then turned his gaze everywhere else as if he 
was looking for something. He couldn't tell really well from just that 
one quick glance, but those were definitely wide, blue eyes focused 
on them like a lion finding its next meal in the wild. Now to set it all in 
motion. 


Taking Emil's hand with his uninjured one, Lukas sped up their pace 
and led them deeper into the cellar and closer to the adjoining 
laundry room, trying to think of how to actually set this off. He hada 


detailed idea in mind that's more than turning around and jumping 
Mathias right on the spot- which, if it didn't set off Mathias' thirst fora 
challenge that the two hurt runners didn't need, it would definitely 
send him running for safety, another thing the two didn't need at this 
point. Now what he needs is enough privacy and time to give Emila 
brief explanation and see if the other can pull it off despite the rip in 
his ankle. Lukas cut through one row of shelves and turned a corner, 
finding himself and Emil in a square area of kegs in the furthest part 
of the cellar. 


They each crouched behind one keg and grew silent except for the 
soft panting. Lukas stretched his neck up and honed his listening to 
the heavy padding of Mathias' feet, paired with low chuckling that 
made Lukas's spine shiver. It was the kind of giggle that he can 
remember late at nights, after their lovemaking when Mathias would 
chuckle and sigh with content as he held Lukas close to him, when 
Lukas saw the most wonderful person of his entire life lie next to him 
instead of a disgusting monster bent on killing. Before all of this shit 
that Mathias took obvious enjoyment in. 


Just as fast as those memories came into his head, Lukas 
immediately shoved them down in a black hole in his mind. He didn't 
need that now. He cleared his mind and determined how much 
closer their hunter was coming to them. He sounded close, then he 
sounded far, close and far and probably going around in circles ina 
frantic search for his last two victims. 


Lukas leaned towards Emil. "Okay, Emil, we're going to start the 
ambush." 


Emil nodded. "Yeah, | know." 


"In order for this work, we're going to have to split up." Lukas put his 
hand up and quickly cut off Emil's protest by continuing, "It won't be 
So difficult; we just need to split up, run the perimeter until we're on 
either side of Mathias so we could come at him from both sides. If 
he's as exhausted as we are, it should be easy to take him down 


when he's focused on trying to fight one of us. But if Mathias starts 
fighting you, I'll distract him so you can escape, so you better run." 


"Lukas, no, you are not -" 


"There's no damn time for protesting! Just listen to your big brother 
and try to stay safe!" 


Emil's lip twitched peevishly. He started ripping off his watch. "Fuck 
it; then at least have this!" 


"Emil, what the hell am | going to do with-" 


"Take it, dammit!" He snatched the watch off his wrist and shoved it 
in Lukas' chest. 


Lukas held the watch out, getting ready to pitch a protest himself, but 
Emil stood and ran off to carry out his part of the plan, limping just 
once as the movements disturbed his injury again. Muttering a 
swear, Lukas quickly fastened the watch on his wrist and stood up to 
run the opposite way, pausing from time to time to be sure that 
Mathias doesn't spot him or Emil too soon. 


Mathias slowed down, looking around him without turning his head 
much so they wouldn't notice that he was looking for them; he smiled 
as he heard the quick footsteps circling him and edging closer. As 
pleased as he was that they were coming out of hiding to make 
achieving his plan easier for him, he also felt insulted; what was with 
the old ambush trick? Was he so out of the hunting game that they 
thought he didn't know any better? 


His eyes caught another shadowy figure moving behind the shelves, 
its speed matching the hurried foot steps he can hear closer to him. 
With a shrug, Mathias started heading to it; he wasn't going to 
complain anymore about his fortune changing for the better. A few 
steps in, though, a horrified scream came from the shadow he 
spotted, causing the man to halt and almost trip on his own feet from 
the heart-stopping pitch. 


The palms of his hands pressed tightly to his mouth when he 
realized that he screamed. He shouldn't have screamed, Emil knew, 
he shouldn't have blown his cover when he could hear Mathias so 
close to him. But this was just too horrible; it awoke too many 
nightmares he had in just those few days and brought back all of his 
cowardice and betrayal from yesterday. His hands shaking, Emil felt 
his legs go weak as he stood stock still above the young body, tears 
brimming up as he watched the wide blue eyes stare lifelessly back 
at him. 


His legs finally lost strength after a few moments, so he crumbled to 
the ground, his pajama legs soaking up the blood that pooled around 
Peter's cold, pale body, doubtless that it came from the many jagged 
stab wounds all over the boy's torso. Emil was going to be sick; he 
could already feel vomit gurgling up his throat, and if his eyes roam 
any lower, he knew he was sure to spew whatever was left in his 
stomach on the body, and the child didn't need anymore shame, 
especially in death. Out of the corner of his eye, Emil could definitely 
see his bottoms and underwear ripped and pulled down to his 
ankles, something white splattered all around Peter's thighs. 


Emil sniffled and let out a sob, reaching out to gently close Peter's 
lids over his dry, red eyes. "Peter... Peter, |..." he stopped, trying to 
prevent himself from vomiting that was surely inevitable. 


Which was worse? That this happened to a damn child, a baby 
compared to all of them, someone so innocent and only wanted to 
spend time with his family, or that he, Emil, had a chance to save this 
baby, but didn't because it was easier to save himself? 


He didn't even care that he could hear Mathias's once obnoxious, 
now fear inducing loud laugh come closer to him; the trap's not going 
to work. It shouldn't work. Emil doesn't deserve to be out when he 
didn't allow Peter that fighting chance. 


Lukas didn't like the sound of the scream. If it weren't for Lukas 
being able to see Mathias move around, he would've thought that 
Emil failed his part of the plan and was caught under Mathias's 


clutches. Still, he couldn't be too sure that Emil was still "safe", the 
look of that limp before Emil set off was terrible, and that scream 
couldn't just be from fear. So he sped up and changed directions, 
keeping his eyes on Mathias as he tried to avoid him and get to his 
brother first. 


"Damn, Emil, where are you?" Lukas hissed, really wishing Emil 
didn't scream like that, no matter how much pain he was in so it 
would be easier to save him. Lukas cut through a break in between 
the shelves when he heard a soft sob, running a few more paces 
before he stopped, his heart pounding yet ripping in two as he found 
his baby brother, completely broken and shaking, on his knees in 
front of another fallen family member. 


"Emil-" 
"Holy shit!" 


Emil and Lukas whipped their head around, Lukas slowly going over 
to stand in front of the still Emil as Mathias stepped closer, his hands 
on his hips and his head tilted to the side as he smiled. "Well, what 
do you fucking know? All this time | was looking for you two, here 
you both are! What's going on, though?" He spread his arms out and 
gave Lukas and Emil questioning looks. "What happened to your 
guys’ plan? | thought for a second there that-" 


His eyes went over to Emil, now seeing the shameful tears run down 
his cheeks, as well as what the teen was kneeling in front of. He 
raised his eyebrows and nodded, completely understanding. 
"Admiring my latest work, huh?" 


Lukas quickly looked back at Emil and Peter and regretted it, his 
eyes closing slowly as the image forcefully burned into his head. 
"Mathias, this isn't funny," he finally said, but he knew there was no 
point; there he was, a young boy half naked and still in his violated 
condition, and not a flicker of guilt or disgust shown in Mathias's 
eyes as he kept glancing back down at the boy, because there was 
too much pride and delight in there. 


Mathias shrugged again, shaking his head. "| dunno, Lukas, it was 
pretty funny to me, then again, | am the one who's winning here-" 


" Winning what, you fucking bastard?! " Lukas started to charge at 
Mathias, but stopped himself, channeling all of his anger into his fists 
and try ing so damn hard to ignore the sting from his damaged limb. 
He wanted to kill Mathias; he was going to kill Mathias, this depraved 
son of a bitch deserved nothing less than long, torturous death. 


But there was that part in Lukas, that damned part of him, that 
stopped him from acting out when he looked into those eyes, those 
wide, energetic eyes that didn't seem any different from before this 
ugly, inhuman mess. Lukas didn't know what to do with that last bit of 
hope that either this truly was a nightmare and he'll wake from it or 
he'll somehow magically change Mathias back to normal, but it was 
there, and he'll either have to act on his hope, or shake it off 
completely in order to save Emil. 


How he fucking hates human emotion, sometimes. He closed his 
eyes again and swallowed, snapping them back open and feeling 
some inner satisfaction at the way Mathias jumped slightly at the 
intensity in his violet eyes. Good, let him be scared, even if it was 
just a momentary shock; he fucking deserves it. 


"Tell me, Mathias, what are you winning here, exactly? What kind of 
satisfaction or-" he gave a short laugh, "- orgasmic pleasure are you 
getting from torturing your family like this? What type of shit game-" 
he paused, feeling his voice begin to crack. When he spoke again, 
his voice was louder. " What type of shit game involves hurting 
kids?!" He pointed behind himself to the children, Emil's back 
shivering and shoulders heaving. 


"... I'll admit," Mathias said, "I didn't really want to kill Peter, since he 
serves no purpose-" 


"You shouldn't want to kill anyone!" 


"-Hey, he was just here! Be happy it was him and not Emil; fucking 
pussy ran away before | had the chance to-" 


Mathias's statement had cut off in a yelp as Emil shoved Lukas out 
of his way to lunge at the man, Emil himself letting out a blood 
curdling shout as he tackled Mathias and started slamming his fist 
into Mathias's gut. Lukas was frozen for a few moments, shocked at 
the sudden attack, but went straight into action when Mathias 
hammered his fist into Emil's back, sending the boy down with one 
blow. Lukas finally charged after him, pounding his knuckles into 
Mathias's jaw and kneeing him in the crotch. 


Mathias resisted the urge to curl into a ball under the sudden, 
excruciating pain, his cheeks puffing up as he narrowed his tearing 
eyes. Despite the pain going through his body, Mathias still smirked, 
backing up and bending slightly as he held his hands out, just like he 
did on that mat from when they all wrestled together days ago. 


“Come and get it, Lukas, my love! | know you want to!" 


Lukas ran right into him again, blinded by his rage finally peaking. It 
seemed like he was making a move to grapple Mathias, and Mathias 
was more than prepared to grapple Lukas as well- he was so light, 
Mathias would have no problem lifting the man up and tossing him 
somewhere- but instead, Lukas just lightly hopped and swung his 
foot, taking Mathias's jaw with his heel in a roundhouse kick. Luckily 
for Mathias, he saw it as soon as Lukas seemed to lift from the 
ground and leaned back to prevent even more damage, but it wasn't 
far enough to avoid Lukas's entire attack. And because he was so 
focused on Lukas, he didn't notice Emil crawling onto his hands and 
feet and lunge for Mathias again, wrapping his arms around 
Mathias's hips to take him down. 


Mathias let out another yelp and steadied his footing so that he 
wouldn't fall, but it was so hard to do so when he had to focus on 
avoiding Lukas's swings and kicks as well. The brawl soon 
progressed from Mathias trying to keep his balance while dodging 
left and right (and taking a few blows, resulting in cuts and bruises 


forming on his face and under his shirt) to Mathias trying to knee 
Emil in the chest or gut or wherever the hell he could get his knee in 
while swinging wildly at his lover. There was no tactic or rhythm to 
his attacks; he just needed to get the other damn brat off of him and 
somehow get Lukas to stop fighting him. 


When one thought like that in a fight like this, it was not good for the 
person. 


It definitely wasn't good when the person finally fell under the weight 
after his other opponent, following his brother's act, latched onto him 
as well. They all tumbled down, Mathias yelling out a curse as his 
entire back pounded against the concrete flooring. 


Emil moved away when Lukas crawled on top of Mathias, placing a 
knee on his heaving chest and wrapping his hands around Mathias's 
neck and pressing down as hard as he could. For a moment, a white 
light flashed in Mathias's mind, but it cleared, his vision coming back 
to Lukas's blue-violet eyes staring down at him. They weren't wild 
and enlarged, like Mathias would imagine serial killers' eyes when 
they finally got another target, but there was something in Lukas's 
gaze. 


He couldn't figure it out with air being squeezed out of his windpipe, 
but Lukas looked pretty happy... 


Victory. That is what's glowing behind Lukas's sneering grin. He think 
he's won even before Mathias gasped his last breath; Mathias can 
even feel Lukas's fingers twitch excitedly on his neck, and from the 
corner of his eye, he could see Emil sitting there and watching, out of 
breath and heaving like Mathias, but his eyes soft and excited. Or 
was that relief? 


Whatever it was, it was bad news. Mathias closed his eyes, his 
eyeballs rolling back. He knows that he has an ace up his sleeve, 
and if he focused well enough to remember it before he's completely 
gone, it can say it right now. He doesn't even need to Say it, he just 
needs to channel into his inner being or some shit and draw the 


magic spell up. But he's not going to do that because that's cheating; 
it's cheating and Mathias was going to play this fair just like all the 
others did- 


Except the others didn't really play fairly according to his well- 
thought out rules, did they? Even when he gave them so much 
leeway in the rules. And that was not fucking fair. 


He writhed under Lukas's straddling position, holding onto one of 
Lukas's wrists to move it enough that he could take a little air. Lukas 
quickly shoved his hand back down, his lip turning up even more 
when Mathias choked. He was going to do it, he was going to get 
Emil out. Fuck human emotions when survival always won. 


Wait, was Mathias choking? And what the hell was he trying to say? 
(Although it really wouldn't matter; nothing coming from this 
monster's mouth is important.) 


With a final, almost weak fight, Mathias moved Lukas's hand once 
more and shouted. Lukas couldn't tell what it was in the split second 
after Mathias blurted it out- it sounded like he was gargling and 
coughing on his built-up saliva- but he knew what it was when a 
sudden glow surrounded Mathias's body, followed by a force of wind 
throwing both him and Emil away from Mathias and slamming them 
into the shelves. 


Shame twinged Mathias's heart as he clambered onto his feet, his 
hand gingerly rubbing at the tender bruises Lukas's fingers left on his 
neck. He swallowed and tried to laugh at Lukas and Emil trying to 
rise on their feet, but he couldn't even breathe right, his breaths 
coming out in wheezes. Mathias shouldn't feel awful about last 
resorts, because that was what they were for, were they not? But 
even more shameful than breaking one of his own rules and giving 
himself even more advantages was how he had let it come to that. 
He was so prepared for something like this, he even took fucking 
notes, who the hell takes physical notes on someone's fighting 
abilities? 


But somehow these two short stacks overpowered him and pushed 
him to a corner and forced him to play the ace up his sleeve. He 
coughed and shook his head; he was going to make it up to them 
once he wins, they just have to be patient. And he wasn't going to 
use the healing spell for now, either. If these two hurt him worse than 
they already have, then he was going to go through the pain and 
keep fighting. 


But patience was one thing these two didn't have, evident in the 
blaze in their still tired-looking eyes as Lukas limped over to Emil and 
held him up despite his own weariness and pain. All of them tried to 
catch their breath; as useful as that spell was, it did take from 
Mathias's life force or whatever Lukas called it since Mathias wasn't 
all that experienced with magic. 


His breaths still coming short and hot through his lips, Mathias 
smirked. "Whoa, heh heh heh, wow, that was pretty cool, huh?" He 
made a step towards them. 


Lukas stepped back and tugged Emil after him, almost pushing Emil 
behind him as Mathias just chuckled even more. Goddammit, if only 
Emil didn't try to stay beside Lukas and fight Mathias alongside him, 
he could be better shielded. "Get behind me," he said to his younger 
brother. 


Without looking at him, Emil shook his head and gently took Lukas's 
hands away from his, standing straighter and balling his fists at his 
side. 


Mathias tilted his head and raised an eyebrow, but shrugged and 
patted his chest. "Come on, Emil!" He jeered. "Come on, little 
buddy!" Emil still hesitate, and Mathias patted his chest harder, 
almost raising his voice. "Come on!" 


Lukas reached out to block Emil with his arm a little too late. Already 
charging at Mathias, Emil yelled and had a hand raised for a striking 
blow, with all the hope that he learned right from Kaoru's sometime-y 
lessons. 


"Wait, Emil!" Lukas shouted as he tried to snatch Emil back. 
Emil swung at Mathias and tried to pair it with a kick. 


Now this was the part where Mathias was glad he did take note 
during that little wrestling match, otherwise he probably wouldn't 
remember how Emil's choice of moves, combined with his light body 
weight, can be used so well against him. 


Easily sidestepping Emil's hand strike, Mathias reached out and 
caught the boy's calf, yanking his leg down to throw him off balance. 
He wrapped an arm around Emil's shoulder and held onto Emil's 
chin. Mathias's eyes went up to Lukas for just a moment before he 
yanked Emil's head back at an odd angle. 


Lukas made a strangled cry in his throat as Emil went limp and 
toppled to the concrete floor, a red, broken ring flaring around his 
pale neck. For those first few seconds, Lukas's mind flooded with 
nonsensical thoughts that he couldn't even sift through as he 
stepped closer to Emil, not caring much about being closer to the 
predator that wants to kill him next. But then, as he touched Emil's 
unmoving face, the wild thoughts started to become coherent. 


That didn't happen. Emil didn't die right in front of him like that. Emil 
didn't risk his life, and Mathias didn't snap his neck like he was a sick 
little bird. 


Mathias stepped around to stand behind Lukas, folding his hands in 
front of himself as he waited in silence for Lukas to mourn. Although 
it was definitely good for Mathias to have kill Emil- and he did it as 
quickly as his agility allowed; at least it wasn't slow and torturous- it 
wasn't right to do it in front of his older brother, who's been protecting 
Emil ever since the teen was formed. So he stood back for a few 
moments to let the mourning commence and watched his motionless 
lover sit on the ground. 


But time was still pretty short, so after Mathias allowed Lukas the 
Opportunity to cry- which Lukas oddly didn't take, or maybe he did; 


Mathias couldn't see his face, but maybe this was one of those silent 
tears that Lukas was prone to when he's weeping- he crept closer 
and bent slightly, his hands going around Lukas's neck. 


"It's going to be okay, Lukas," Mathias said in his softest, most 
comforting tone. His fingers started to tighten around the other's 
neck, eager to get it over with and finally win this game, but not 
wanting to squeeze the life out of Lukas, too. "It's going to be over." 


Lukas reached up and behind him and dug his nails into Mathias's 
arm, quickly swiping down. As he yelped in pain, Mathias snatched 
his hands away, letting Lukas duck from him and scramble away. 
Mathias looked at his forearms; Lukas's nails ripped into his skin and 
made long red lines that had trickles of blood running down to the 
web skin of his hands. Hissing, Mathias glared at Lukas, who slowly 
started to stand and wipe the blood and bits of skin from his nails 
onto his shirt. 


A second of silence passed between them as Mathias looked into 
Lukas's eyes, feeling a chill as he saw darkness cloud those usually 
blank eyes, before Lukas turned on the balls of his feet and ran. 
Watching him run brought a flash of memory back into Mathias's 
mind of when they were children and Mathias was so slow compared 
to Lukas, when he couldn't run fast enough to catch Lukas before he 
hid among the trees or shrubs, always having to watch Lukas's back 
shrink as he gathered distance like a cheetah. 


But Mathias was bigger now, and definitely faster than before. 
Shaking the pain off and refusing himself to even try the healing spell 
again, Mathias began to run again when he had stopped. A low 
gurgled moan sounded, and Mathias looked down. It couldn't have 
come from Emil, could it? He was dead, and the dead don't talk. He 
crouched next to the boy anyway to check on his work. Sure enough, 
Mathias was wrong; now that he could see closely, he did notice the 
weak rise and fall of Emil's chest, and since he was closer, he could 
make out the faintest labored breathing as Emil tried to get his 
injured pipes to work. Dammit, Mathias needed to brush up on his 
neck-snapping ability. 


He patted Emil's forehead and stood again, racing after Lukas. He'll 
let nature take care of Emil and his last breath that was coming 
soon; right now, he had to win this game. 


Whoa, holy canoli on a stick, | can't believe people are still 
reading this fic and liking it, even though it's been on the back- 
burner for a long time now. I'm glad people are still enjoying it! 
This thing has been fun to write over the time. 


And wow, thank you so much, Une-Aline, for your amazing 
message and reply! ;u; 


But Which One? 


Soreness and exhaustion ate at every limb of Lukas's body, yet he 
felt too numb to truly notice; every inch of him pounded with aches 
and sensitive bruises that he was sure were on his flesh with all of 
the torture he took, from his back when he slammed into that cellar 
shelf by Mathias's spell, to his neck when Mathias caught him in that 
moment of weakness and moved to seize the opportunity (and his 
tight, large grip still lingered on Lukas's throat, giving the mana 
shiver at what he barely managed to avoid) to his heart, ripping itself 
into piece after dead, empty piece so much that it was hard for Lukas 
to breathe. 


And the watch latched around his wrist didn't help. As he ran, and his 
arms swung back and forth from the motion, the bulky gadget on his 
wrist came to view again and again, its tiny, hard-to-read green 
screen rendering it useless as nothing as but a reminder of what- 
who - he had just lost. Everything in this horrible environment was 
hard to see; with the tears blurring his vision, it was a wonder that 
Lukas didn't crash into any furnishings or appliances, or even tripped 
over his own feet while trying to escape the Dane. It was amazing 
what the body could do while on autopilot, because as he was 
physically running away from his greatest enemy, it felt like he was 
still in that cold, dusty Hell, kneeling next to his baby brother, his 
fingers stroking Emil's once-rosy cheeks to find the warmth already 
dissipating from his soft, slack face. 


The watch kept coming into view and disappearing, going back and 
forth, the green light from it showing up in his field of vision and 
leaving, Emil here one moment, gone the next... 


That boy should have kept the damn accessory. He was a fool to 
think that Lukas wouldn't be able to protect him, or that the plan to 
ambush the Dane wouldn't work. If they had just fucking stuck to it- if 
Emil hadn't tried to attack Mathias by himself - it would have worked 
to save them, and that bastard would be dead, Lukas would still 


have Emil by his side, and they could leave this horrible hellhole and 
come back with a mob, a mass of angry people with whom they 
could share this horror with to rile them, who would help them burn 
that degenerate's body and his new home so he wouldn't come back 
to do this to anyone else. 


And yet, Lukas knew that he was the bigger fool for letting his 
brother fall like that, for taking the watch and not asking Emil about 
his intention behind the act, and not seeing that Emil was hotheaded 
enough to do something horribly risky and so damn ridiculous. How 
could he have called himself a protective big brother when he didn't 
stop Emil from acting on his wild temper? Lukas's run slowed into a 
jog, and then to a complete stop, his eyes gazing around the 
furniture and decor of the living room that he suddenly found himself 
in. His arms fell limply to his side, the damn watch growing heavier 
and weighing his hand down. 


"Lukas!" He could hear the man's shout from far away, possibly from 
within the dining room that was built between the kitchen and den. 
Damn, Mathias has gotten faster over the years. "Luka-aa-as!" 


Lukas then raised his arm bearing the device, risking whatever has 
remained of his shattered, fragile heart as he stared at it, the bubbly 
tone of Mathias's "I'm-going-to-get-you" sing-song call sounding like 
a soft echo in Lukas's mind, overpowered by the bizarre clarity 
breaking through the cloud of grief the longer he stared at the watch, 
this clarity hitting him so hard he could feel pain in his guts at how 
wrong his decision was. 


Wasn't he making himself into a bigger fool, and an easier target, by 
abandoning his own plan and running away? 


Although Mathias's speed did increase over the years- thanks to 
brilliant military training from all the past wars- it still felt like Lukas 
was the faster one of the two, the way he moved so swiftly that 
Mathias was barely able to catch up to him. Making it to the dining 
room, Mathias paused to crane his neck and cup his mouth. "Lukas!" 
he tried once more, but his calls bore no results; the only reply he 


seemed to get was an echo of his own voice that rang in the empty 
house, but Mathias wasn't going to panic over the possibility of 
losing his own game yet. The little robots were still swimming around 
in Lukas's bloodstream, and even if Lukas can remember his spells 
and"magically" poof himself out of the house, Mathias was sure- at 
least, he hoped - that he wasn't going to risk it when it meant 
activating the little nanites and sending his body to near- 
electrocution. 


Still, it was better to be safe and ensure his victory than be sorry and 
let one careless, underestimating thought ruin his chances. Stopping 
in his tracks, Mathias took a moment to close his eyes and inhale 
deeply through his nostrils. He tried to harness as much energy 
within his body as possible- because as he noticed from Lukas's first 
few spell castings, as well as experiencing it firsthand, doing the 
spells was draining as hell for the new magic users- and started 
chanting the words he had memorized for this specific purpose, to 
hopefully drive the notion of magic and spell books from Lukas's 
mind like before. 


He could feel this energy then bubble out, filling the atmosphere in 
the house and expanding more to find its target, a young-looking 
beautiful man who, although Mathias loved him so much, must not 
win with his cute little tricks. The magical energy, though messy and 
wavering with Mathias's tendencies to lose focus in his great bouts 
of excitement, finally reached the last contestant of this night of fun, 
its invisible wave washing through Lukas with a gentle wisp and 
taking with it the man's most recent memories of his magical 
abilities, including the push spell Mathias himself had used within the 
basement to get the little man off him. Even if the forget spell won't 
work well to take all of Lukas's memories of spells, he could at least 
count on the fact that Lukas couldn't possibly find the book he had 
hidden. 


But suddenly, there was an odd disturbance of movement within the 
magic wave Mathias had spread out, of Lukas breaking through and 
entering the magical bubble almost willingly- 


Mathias opened his eyes, and if he had done so a moment or two 
sooner, he would have seen the surprise before it had hit him quite 
literally. He would've been able to catch and stop Lukas charging at 
him, with his torso bent low and his fist pulled back. But no; as he 
busied himself with trying to be sure that Lukas didn't use one 
indirect tactic against him, he didn't truly catch on to- or even think 
about- Lukas turning right back and going for a direct attack until 
Lukas bounced up on the balls of his feet to gain some height and 
rammed his knuckles straight into Mathias's chin. 


The blow's force knocked Mathias's whole body back, to the point 
where he reeled back into one of the dining table's chair and tumbled 
to the floor along with it. As he fell, the side of his head had also hit 
the edge of the table. The agonizing pain from both injuries caused 
his vision to swim, only seeing spots of light blink all over the place. 
His eyes didn't see Lukas shake his hand and flex his fingers to get 
rid of the sting made by the impact. 


And god damn, did the sting feel good for Lukas, because if it was 
horrible for Lukas, it was three times as hellish for Mathias, who 
looked like his jaw was a couple of punches away from hanging off 
its hinges. Lukas pounced on the opportunity and the monster to 
complete the job, hands balled as he tried to slam them against 
whatever part of Mathias's face he could get to. And of course 
Mathias wasn't going to let him attack so easily, now; he raised one 
of his arms defensively as he used his other to try to return some of 
the punches, his body jostling underneath Lukas so he could use 
some of his big size to throw him off and change positions, oddly like 
the many times he did when they used to copulate. 


Just as Mathias intended, Lukas fell off and landed beside him on 
the floor, but rolled away and scrambled to his feet before Mathias 
could climb on him, losing his balance and staggering back to the 
wall. In the couple of seconds it took waiting for Mathias to raise 
back on his feet, Lukas knew that once again he made a foolish 
mistake to stand here and challenge Mathias face to face. He 
couldn't claim that he was acting on his very brilliant previous idea, 


anymore, and not falling for the heat of rage that caused his younger 
brother's demise. And as careless as this decision was to look the 
beast straight in his dazed eyes and demand it to stand the fuck up 
and take him like a big boy, he could see why Emil had suddenly let 
that surge of anger overtake him. 


Because shy, quiet Berwald, who couldn't use his size to hurt even 
an innocent fly, was dead. 


Because sweet, nurturing Tino, who gave so many people the 
benefit of the doubt despite his fear and tortured history with them, 
was dead. 


Because Peter, such a young child, driven to achieve his goals and 
love all by his childish innocence, who looked up to Mathias the most 
despite some of his unruly behavior towards him, was dead. 


Because Emil, Lukas's sweet brother, was rotting in this trap of a 
mansion right now... 


It was enough fuel to feed Lukas's fire, to have him lunge at Mathias 
the same mindless way that Emil had upon seeing the youngest of 
them all violated and murdered. He was so blinded by the sudden 
shade of red warping his sight that he didn't notice Mathias reaching 
back behind him, and was too late to stop the plate from smashing 
against his head. 


As the remaining pieces of the glass fell from Mathias's hand, which 
now bled with cuts both shallow and deep from the plate breaking in 
his palm, Mathias cowered back against the table, holding onto the 
edge of it with his newly injured hand as he waited for the attack to 
take effect on Lukas. Yet all his widened eyes saw was Lukas 
shaking his head a bit, press his palm against the wound, and 
opening his mouth wide. 


"Aa-aa-aghh!" 


Almost comically, Mathias gulped and raised his eyebrows at the 
feral shout Lukas gave, jaws wide and teeth bared like a coyote 
unwilling to lose a fight despite its leg being caught in a trap, or in 
this case, its head nearly bashed in so badly that a couple lines of 
blood was slowly streaming along his jawline and down his face. 
Damn, he knew better than to actually underestimate Lukas and his 
tolerance for pain, but Lukas was definitely not going to make the 
victory easy, wasn't he? A fact which- despite knowing that if he 
didn't win tonight, his goal was going to fall through and he'd have 
gone through all of this trouble of buying a house, running around to 
chase these fools, and getting the shit beaten out of him for nothing- 
made a grazing, excited grin on his face. 


He loved it when Lukas didn't make it easy for him, the little icy 
fucker. 


Now it was time to use that anger inflamed in Lukas and change the 
game up a bit. With a quick gesture of his head towards the door, 
Mathias bolted right out the dining room, with Lukas momentarily 
losing his sense of fury to confusion, staring at the man's back as he 
retreated. Did Mathias seriously just-? 


"Come back here, you fucking-!" Lukas's hoarse voice was cut off by 
the dining room's door swinging close, as well as the distance 
Mathias was building between them two, but it didn't take long for 
Mathias to hear him barge through the door seconds later, Lukas's 
pounding footsteps rushing after him. Good, he could take this fight 
to somewhere else, someplace with enough room for them to have a 
proper rustle and tussle like they used to back in the good old days. 
It would be nice to show Lukas the skills he's developed over the 
years, too, before everything finally fell into place and he would have 
to end him. 


Back up the stairs Mathias went, looking over his shoulder to make 
sure that Lukas was following after him. Once he spotted the pair of 
unusually-ignited blue eyes honed in on him, Mathias let out a 
childish snicker and cut around a corner. This is actually kinda fun! 
He thought giddily as he found his spine shiver with the thrill of being 


chased, with his mind somehow completely leaving out the part of 
possibly being mauled by his boyfriend if he doesn't find that special 
room to fight him in. 


As he raced down the hall, Mathias ran into one of the doors along a 
wall and left it open, hitting a light switch by the threshold to light 
Lukas's way. And Lukas, despite all of his irrational fury, Knew that 
the light spilling across the floor just down the hall was another one 
of Mathias's traps; he couldn't remember which room was the one 
that the monster ran into, with all the doors looking the same from 
the outside, but there were weapons in there, possibly in hidden 
compartments, or maybe he had rigged up some sort of electrical 
field in there to activate the nanites in Lukas's body and paralyze him 
without him having to go outside. That would definitely make it easier 
for Mathias to take his body without so much as a fight, wouldn't it? 


Yet, that one moment of clearheaded thinking was not enough to get 
him to stop running towards that trap. He continued to go after 
Mathias and barged into the room, his eyes squinting into narrow 
slits as he blocked them with his arm. His eyes took some time to get 
used to the sudden change of lighting- especially with harsh, bright 
lighting that contrasted painfully to the darkness creeping into the 
rest of the house during the nightfall- but as it stopped being so 
bleary, Lukas lowered his arm to find Mathias standing proudly ona 
thick, elaborately-patterned rug, his arms crossed over his chest that 
was puffing out in pride. Wait, wasn't this place...? 


Lukas lowered his arm some more, gazing around the room from the 
back binding of old, thick books aligned on high bookshelves, to the 
various office décor adorning the corners and ceiling, to the simple 
computer sitting atop a massive wooden desk that stood behind 
Mathias. Pursing his lips at finding nothing he could use for a killing 
weapon, Lukas finally met Mathias's gleeful, expectant stare and 
took a step closer. "... Why are we in your study, Dane ?" 


Mathias sniffed nonchalantly at Lukas's venomous tone and 
uncrossed his arms, only to stick his hands in his pajama pockets 
and rock on his heels and the balls of his feet. Slowly rolling his 


neck, he replied, "We-ee-ell, my study's the only room big enough for 
us to fight in besides the training room- and c'mon, like | was going 
to fight you in there with all those equipment just waiting to make the 
fight unfair for either of us- and in here, we don't have to worry about 
tripping over any bodies while we brawl! Just like old times!" 


Mathias ended his explanation by raising an excited fist in the air, 
and just like in the basement, Mathias's bubbly nature and his 
determined grin brought a twisting, sickening twinge in Lukas's chest 
that made it so hard to breathe without sobbing. Even as the other 
man basically hinted at having a fight to the death between them, the 
same man who, not even ten minutes ago, snapped Emil's neck like 
a butcher killing a chicken, there was still that aching urge to find 
some part of the old Mathias, the real one who couldn't dream of 
hurting the ones close to him, and bring him back. Or, if some gods 
willed it, let this at least be a long, vivid nightmare that he could wake 
up from in the real Mathias's protective, loving arms. 


But this was real. Feeling the weight of the heavy watch on his wrist 
as his arm dangled at his side, as well as coming back to the present 
by the thuds and screech of the desk against the hardwood floor as 
Mathias pushed backwards against it to make more room for their 
fight, had reaffirmed the fact that this wasn't a dream. The realization 
that Mathias truly saw toying with their lives like it was a game struck 
hard like a hot blade slashing across his face, adding to the 
heartbreak Lukas had already felt twice. The fury was like waking a 
hungry, hostile tiger ready to take down anything alive, the way 
Lukas's rage flared back to life and pushed him to charge right at 
Mathias again, who was so busy with trying to set up their fighting 
area, he almost missed the fist coming for his head again. 


Almost. After finally moving the desk back enough, he luckily glanced 
up from the floor and flinched back, his smirk growing as well as his 
eyes as he caught Lukas's swing by his wrist and quickly stepped 
out of the way, taking a hand full of Lukas's hair behind his head and 
slamming his face against the desk's top. Warm blood ran down 
Lukas's nostrils and smeared against the legal pad that held months 


of the Dane's notes and years of culminated plans, his vision taking 
on this dizzying blur as Mathias turned his head slightly to look at his 
face. It was possibly the pounding against his forehead that made 
him sick, but Lukas's stomach lurched upon finding that familiar 
leering as Mathias's shadowed face watched him from above, those 
blue eyes half-lidded as Mathias bent Lukas's arm higher behind his 
back, slowly but firmly, drawing out the pain from the angle the limb 
was in. 


Licking his lips, Mathias squeezed Lukas's wrist tighter and widened 
his stance behind Lukas's bent body. "Ha ha ha, this brings back old 
times, doesn't it?" 


Lukas tried to keep calm, tried to not show how much having his arm 
pulled up like that was killing him, but he failed to keep his breath 
from coming out in a heavy, shaky huff that sounded close to a sob. 
He closed his eyes and started pushing back against his attacker, 
wriggling his body despite how it made the pain in his arm worse, 
and kicking Mathias's leg only to have his foot brush feebly against 
it. The fight Lukas was putting up would have made Mathias howl in 
laughter, but he can't break his concentration when he has the last 
contestant right under him. 


Still, what was the harm in entertaining himself just a little, especially 
since his source of amusement was so beautiful, so perfect and 
weak against Mathias's hold? Enchanted by the way he had his lover 
in his mercy, Mathias pressed himself onto Lukas, letting out a soft, 
chuckling breath as he gently rubbed his groin against Lukas's 
bottom. The raw, animal instinct to fuck Lukas grew in the back of 
Mathias's mind, the hunger for Lukas's body that Mathias had to 
stave off for the past few days reaching its peak now that he can 
finally use it all to claim his final target. 


And just like any prey finding themselves in a terrifying trap, 
everything in Lukas froze, from his breath that he tried to keep under 
control, to his heart when the horror of what was happening dawn on 
him. A moment later, when his dazed mind was sure that Mathias 
was rocking against him, and sensing that he wasn't doing so 


jokingly, Lukas let out a wailing scream and jerked against him 
faster." Get off me!" 


He pushed against Mathias's grip and tried once more to kick 
Mathias anywhere that his legs can reach from behind. The wild 
thrashing that made it hard to keep a good hold, and the horrified 
cries that seemed to bounce off the walls and shake the windows, 
broke the lustful mood Mathias was in instead of fueling it like it 
should. In fact, it enraged him how badly Lukas was reacting to the 
fun (or maybe Mathias was angered by having his concentration on 
fucking Lukas broken by the screaming) that he gritted his teeth. 


"Ugh, shut the fuck up!" He wrung Lukas's wrist with one quick twist, 
and once again Lukas froze, gasping as they both heard a tiny crack. 


In gradual levels, the pain of his injured wrist, that had settled into a 
mere dull ache in passed time, built back up to the same burning fire 
that ate at his flesh and broken bone. Initial shock at the renewed 
pain created a block in Lukas's throat, until his voice started to form 
again. It was a strained, breathless noise at first, his volume barely 
above a whisper, but then- 


" Aa-aa-aa-aagh! " More of his tears trickled in the corners of his 
bulging violet eyes. Like the prey that he is, Lukas bucked and 
thrashed more harshly, trying in vain to break his arm free from 
Mathias's merciless hand. Desperate to get away from being 
trapped, Lukas raised his foot and stomped hard. There was no 
telling how effective that one mindless move- among dozens of other 
mindless moves he had tried thus far- would be, considering that 
with no shoes on, he couldn't possibly break any of Mathias's toes or 
hurt his foot as badly as he had shattered Lukas's wrist, but it did 
well to at least scare the man. Mathias yelped and started jumping 
back before realizing what he was doing. Lukas took advantage of 
Mathias's withdrawal quickly and jumped up to butt his head against 
Mathias's chin. The blow made the man fall back onto the rug. 


Mathias reached back to break his fall and landed roughly on the 
floor, but clambered out of the way just as Lukas was about to jump 


on top of him. Lukas did the same with his hands to break his fall, 
but doing so made him let out another cry of pain when the impact 
completely worsened his abused limb. He squeezed his eyes closed 
and took a deep breath, his wail turning into a low hiss in between 
his teeth. 


Ignore the pain... ignore the pain... 


He tried to get himself up from the floor by pushing up from his 
working hand and the opposite forearm, when Mathias went for 
Lukas's current vulnerability and tried to grapple him on the ground. 
Lukas jabbed his elbow into Mathias's face from behind and lost his 
balance doing so. When Mathias tried to roll on top of him and get 
some of that previous power back, Lukas swiftly rolled them over 
and squirmed to right himself on Mathias's body. Now lying face to 
face with the monster, Lukas pressed his impaired forearm against 
Mathias's throat and raised his other hand high, using the force of 
gravity to make it hurt as much as possible as he drove his knuckles 
right into Mathias's mouth. 


Mathias's bottom lip had a split that bled horribly, and Lukas was 
sure that he saw a tooth fly out of the bloodied orifice. But it wasn't 
enough; he continued to dish out one punch after another, trying to 
knock the damned bastard out like a light, but he Knew that those 
punches wouldn't be effective enough to knock out a nation who 
survived actual beheading more than once in his terrible existence, 
and he was right. 


In the sixth blow, Mathias knocked Lukas's fist out of his way and 
bumped his head against Lukas's bleeding nose. He brought his leg 
up to kick Lukas off of him, who tumbled backwards and tripped on 
his own feet, causing him to splay out on his back and knock his own 
head onto the hard floor. Above him, the light fixtures swam in steady 
yet nauseating circles, and right under his feet, he could hear 
clothing and carpet shuffle as Mathias sat up. Little drops of red were 
everywhere, coming from Lukas's nose as it streamed down the side 
of his cheek, and from Mathias's mouth as he spat out a thick spurt 
of it along with some saliva next to him. 


Mathias groaned as he moved onto his knees and paused to hang 
his head, blinking slowly until the flashing stars would stop blinding 
him. He breathed slowly to ease the spinning in his head; his eyes 
wandered to the two teeth that flew out of his mouth and landed off 
to the side. With a slow shake of his head, and an odd, silent hope 
that the teeth will grow back after all of this, Mathias crawled to his 
target and curled his fingers into the front of Lukas's shirt. As 
Mathias rose to his feet, he heaved Lukas up, the motion gently 
shaking Lukas awake and preventing a black out. Lukas grunted as 
he kicked his dangling leg into Mathias's groin. 


"Fuck!" Mathias accidentally released Lukas's shirt and started to 
double over. He then felt Lukas's hand grab his hair to hold his head 
still as Lukas kneed him in his face. The first attack had hit Mathias's 
jaw and broke another tooth free, but on Lukas's second attempt, 
Mathias wrapped his arm around Lukas's leg and held it close. 
Lukas struggled to get his leg free and ended up almost falling over. 
Yet, instead of letting him land on the floor, Mathias moved to 
grapple Lukas by his waist and lifted him, slamming him on the desk 
once more. The force made the supplies bounce and roll off the table 
to the ground, the flat desktop monitor making a loud, resounding 
crack as it clattered to the floor. 


Lukas reached up and took the keyboard before that fell along with 
the other office supplies. He slapped it across Mathias's head with so 
much momentum that it, too, cracked, with the black keys flying 
about. With one half of the keyboard falling to the floor, Lukas 
straightened up and held onto the other half in his tight yet shaky 
grip. He watched Mathias stumble back with a hand over his temple. 
He moved his hand and briefly looked into his palm, where if it 
weren't for the long, thin lines of blood oozing from the busted bruise 
on the side of Mathias's head, Lukas would only be able to tell how 
bad the damage was by the drops through Mathias's fingers, or the 
way Mathias was having a hard time standing still and not sway. 


Mathias's eyes snapped up to his target, his trembling, red-smeared 
hand clenching as he let out an irritated, exhausted groan. "Why the 


fuck won't you give up?! " Because fuck the earlier glee he had of 
Lukas making this last round more challenging and fun, he needed 
to win! Woozy or not, he suddenly charged, which took Lukas by 
surprise. Lukas tried to counter any attacks Mathias may have with 
what was left of the keyboard, but as Mathias ducked low to avoid 
being hit again, he took Lukas by the hips and lifted him up. The 
energy it took was too much for Mathias though, as both he and 
Lukas dropped onto the rug. Mathias made sure to land on top in the 
collapse, and as he moved to hold Lukas down, he pressed down 
hard on Lukas's head. 


Lukas struggled under Mathias's weight; he thrashed as much as his 
tired, sore body would allow, and turned his head so his face 
wouldn't suffocate in Mathias's palm that was sticky with drawn, 
drying blood. The rug underneath him wasn't much better; right next 
to his face, Lukas could make out a dry, caked pink spot just inches 
from the tip of his nose. It had so many familiar, pungent odors 
coming from it too, from the rusty copper of blood to the strong, 
almost chlorine-like stench of semen, with a subtle, yet still stomach- 
turning, fecal scent. In spite of the dire situation he was in, Lukas 
suddenly found himself fighting to get away from the gross bio 
hazard making him gag. 


But of course Mathias must have his fun; once he spotted the mess, 
too- thanks to Lukas's bizarre, unfitting reaction- the teeth-bearing 
grimace turned into a smug smirk as he pressed down harder and 
made Lukas lie so close to the dried puddle. 


"C'mon, Nor, taste the fucking shit!" He lifted Lukas's face only to 
slam it back to the ground, this time moving the Norwegian a bit 
closer to the puddle. The panicked grunting and choking he emitted 
from his lover made Mathias snicker in that odd, soft chuckle that 
was more akin to a child pushing his friend's face in the sand, 
instead of the berserk rapist who was trying to shove his newest 
victim's face into a pile of body fluids. 


It was too innocent, too cheery for this type of violence. 


Too much like the Mathias Lukas loves. 


And goddammit, did it hurt to hear it. Godammit, did Lukas wish that 
his heart wasn't so easily affected by the old love and memories that 
the slight chuckle elicited, or the fact that being under Mathias like 
this for the pure torture, and coming close to being raped and killed 
by him, was the only thing making Mathias... happy? Is this true joy 
for the Dane? Besides having his face (and, now he realized, his 
neck) crushed under Mathias's large hands, the question made 
Lukas's chest squeeze, making it so hard for him to breathe once 
more. 


With his injured hand clenching the one Mathias had on his face, 
Lukas lightened Mathias's hold just enough to be able to turn his 
gaze up at him, ignoring the pain from his sprained, now probably 
broken, wrist, hating the solitary tear that pooled at the corner of his 
eye and ran down his temple. He lifted his healthy hand to Mathias's 
face, nearly all malice for this predator gone as, instead of striking 
Mathias to get out of there, he weakly cupped it on Mathias's 
smooth, strong jaw. Mathias didn't even blink from the touch; the 
Caress wasn't enough to pull him away his current inhumane killing 
fit, but for Lukas, it drew more of those sweet memories he truly 
wished hadn't come to him at the worst time, of those early mornings 
they woke up together, or those sweet, tender kisses they shared 
each and every day, of when they held each other when they were 
sleeping or watching movies- 


11:55 PM 


He gasped inaudibly, blinking his eyes to be sure they were clear 
enough to see what he was actually seeing. Although his vision was 
blurry from the tears he started to shed again, as well as the lack of 
oxygen making it hard to even stay awake, after staring at the 
device's screen, Lukas could almost hear Emil's voice- soft, ghost- 
like, only for him- breaking through the flood of memories overtaking 
Lukas's mind. He didn't even care that it may be a figment of his 
sadden imagination, concocted to fill the need to have Emil back- 
along with the rest of his family- and have this be a fake nightmare, if 


it weren't for the fear that it would give Mathias a hint at the idea, 
Lukas would've chuckled with relief. 


But he couldn't have that relief, not until he could get the hell out of 
there. 


SO, moving his uninjured hand from Mathias's jaw to press lightly on 
his chest, Lukas swallowed the love that still stung him and bore his 
eyes straight into Mathias's wide, focused ones. Let Mathias be the 

Disney villain. It has to work; Mathias would love something like this- 


"M-Mathias," he paused to feign a pitiful, anguished sob. "Why?" 


As Mathias continued to stare down at his victim, he blinked, Lukas 
himself inhaling in anticipation as the wild, excited light in Mathias's 
eyes dulled, genuine confusion taking over as he tilted his head. 
"Why?" 


" Yes! Why?!" Lukas couldn't be sure if he was faking curiosity 
anymore; despite trying to keep a sad, defeated air about him to 
keep the monster clueless about his new distraction plan, the fury 
flared up all over again, though not as intensely as before; Lukas 
wasn't planning on dying, but fuck if he was going to get killed 
without knowing what the hell made Mathias into this mindless killing 
beast- 


"To, ah..." The grip Mathias had on Lukas's throat and face softened. 
"To take care of you guys." 


A silent pause filled the room, with Lukas opening his mouth in the 
most aghast expression. 


Lukas started to rise, his fingernails digging into Mathias's skin 
through his shirt. "To what -!" Mathias cut him off by pushing down 
on his throat again, but Lukas wrenched his throat free. So Mathias 
had to hold him down by the shoulder, which still didn't stop Lukas 
from yelling, “What the fuck do you mean ‘take care of us'?!" 


Mathias's unruly eyebrows rose. "You know, like in the old days, 
when we lived together under my supervision and..." He paused 
again, his eyes going around the room as if he could find the right 
words to explain himself from the neatly organized books. He found 
no words to clarify his simple goal to his boyfriend, so pressing his 
hand on Lukas's chest to keep him down, Mathias straightened and 
dug in his pajama pocket to pull out his cell phone. He fiddled with 
the black adapter piece atop the phone, not noticing the way Lukas's 
eyes kept flickering desperately to Emil's watch, until he got the 
connection to work properly again. He brought the phone's screen to 
Lukas's face after scrolling through whatever he needed to. 


Just like Lukas had thought yesterday, Mathias did have a website 
up on his phone, an article of current Danish government affairs. But 
the only paragraph Lukas was able to read was: 


"In a Surprising new phenomena, many Norwegians have 


joined in the immigration trend as they flock to Denmark to take 
advantage 


of the growth of the economy. With Norway's and Denmark's 

trade systems and job markets merging, along with some laws, 
Norwegians, along with Swedes, 

Icelanders, and Finns, have found a new, embracing appreciation for 
the Danish culture. 


Lukas froze once more, his breath caught in his sore throat as the 
words of the article, that one little paragraph, hit him harshly. He 
shook his head slowly. "Wh... what..." 


"Ugh! How is that not easy to comprehend?" Mathias shoved the 
phone back into his pocket with a roll of his eyes. Looking around on 
the floor, Mathias searched the area until he found his remote 


control. He made sure that he had a tight clutch on Lukas's shirt as 
he moved over to reach the electronic. He pressed a few buttons as 
Lukas watched him blankly. Lukas didn't notice the whirring of one of 
the shelves along the wall moving apart to reveal a flat screen 
system embedded into the wall behind it, or the television set itself 
activating. Only when Mathias took him by the chin and turned his 
face to the wall did he noticed what was on the screen. 


Mathias pressed play. 


". And in other news, " some old newscaster said in Norwegian, 
obviously transitioning between stories, " The Prime Minister of 
Denmark and the ir ambassador have made recent trips to Norway 
to discuss and Officially sign us into the new Unity in One bill. some 
call this an insurance of stability, a guarantee that Denmark will help 
keep the nation afloat during the most troubling times, and the bill 
honestly couldn't come sooner, what with the sudden influx of 
unemployment and trades going awry. " 


There were a couple camera shots of the Prime Ministers shaking 
hands amicably, standing behind the table and taking pens to write 
on the mentioned bill, but Lukas registered none of that as he 
continued to listen to his home's newscaster. 


" This would make Norway the fifth nation to become united- in a 
way- to Denmark under this bill, following Finland, Sweden, Iceland, 
and even some far-off fort called Sealand! Isn't that bizarre how 
Denmark's Parliament allowed even a fort -? " 


And with that, Mathias paused the recording and looked down at his 
lover, his new charge, from the corner of his eye with a terribly 
sincere look of fondness on his face as Lukas's enlarged eyes 
moved from the flat screen to Mathias's face, finally stopping at a 
point just up above Mathias's head to stare absentmindedly at the 
ceiling. 


Mathias had let out another chuckle. "Ya hear that, Nor? Even 
Sealand's prince got in on the deal." He placed a hand on his hip 


and grinned with pride. "Sealand's gonna get into the EU because of 
me! Isn't that exciting? Yanno, now that | did him that favor, | think he 
should be my son-" 


Still staring blankly at the ceiling, Lukas pursed his lips, the 
revelation of Mathias's goals stunning him past any sense of nausea 
or rage or even the heartbreak he felt so many times already. The 
only thing that he could name was pure, unadulterated fear as he 
shook his head once more. "No... Mathias no..." 


Mathias tossed the remote away and was already eagerly loosening 
the drawstrings in his pants. "Okay, Nor, since I'm nice, I'll let you 
choose the position tonight-" 


"No!" Lukas swung his fist and started kicking, going straight back to 
aimlessly beat his hands and feet to wherever he could hit Mathias, 
even scratching some skin off in his erratic swinging. "No! Stop!" 


Mathias had to lean back in order to prevent his face from getting 
hurt again- because there was no way in hell he was going to let his 
good looks get more ruined than they already are now- and 
managed to subdue one of Lukas's arms. But before he could hold 
down the other, Lukas shoved the watch into Mathias's face more 
roughly than Mathias had done with his phone. 


“| won! " 


The instant that those words, heavy with victory and relief, left 
Lukas's mouth, Mathias stopped, his eyes staring into the watch's 
little green screen. "You... you what?" 


Lukas used Mathias's paralyzed shock to shove him off, holding the 
watch up as he scooted away. "I won. | won, Mathias." And the 
victory was so sweet, but it was not enough to keep the tremors from 
taking over Lukas's body, or to keep his voice strong in his proud 
proclamation. Instead, it went softer, his throat dammed with leftover 
tears he has yet to shed for his brothers and nephew. He shook his 


head slowly. "The game is over, Mathias. You can't... you can't rape 
me." 


"What the fuck?!" Mathias lunged at Lukas, pinning him down once 
more as he picked up the arm that bore the watch. 


With a grunt, Lukas felt his head hit the hardwood floor again. He 
pushed against Mathias with his free hand. "Get the fuck off me, you 
pervert, wild jackass -!" 


"Hold on, goddammit, I'm trying to check!" Mathias jerked Lukas's 
arm to see the watch for himself, his eyes narrowing as he went over 
every little detail the watch had to offer. Lukas tried to yank his arm 
free, with some part of his mind wondering what the exact hell could 
Mathias be checking for. It was a simple watch- 


A snort and a blood chilling low chuckle later, Lukas froze under 
Mathias's condescending eyes as he shook his head, his eyes 
growing big once more as he watched Mathias rear his head back to 
let out one derisive round of laughter. 


Lukas gulped and let out a slow breath. "What?" 


Mathias carelessly twisted Lukas's arm to show him the watch. 
"Lukas, this is Emil's, isn't it?" 


Lukas narrowed his own eyes, too. "What the hell does that matter-" 
he hissed, but he stopped when Mathias started to mess with the 
watch's buttons, digging his own phone out again to check his 
screen as he muttered something along the lines of, "This is why 
Emil is always so damn late... Never shows up at my meetings on 
time... the little fucking asswipe getting my time wrong..." 


When he was finished, Mathias carelessly twisted Lukas's arm. 
Lukas was prepared to curse and wrench his arm away, but what he 
noticed next stilled him. 


11:02 PM 


Lukas's increasingly growing eyes stared at the watch's face, his 
closed jaw going tense as he watched the time flash on and off. 
Mathias, on the other hand, grinned triumphantly after fixing Emil's 
mistake. He let go of Lukas's arm and pushed him on his back. 
"Welp, looks like the little guy gave us an hour of playtime, right?" 


Lukas shook his head wildy."No..." 


Mathias then gripped Lukas's shoulder and flipped him onto his 
stomach, muffling the hoarse screams and blocking Lukas's source 
of oxygen as he shoved Lukas's face in the dried blood and semen. 
Mathias started pulling Lukas's pants and underwear to his thighs, 
as well as pulling down his own waistband to release his steadily 
hardening cock, which proved to be difficult when he has a violently 
squirming man trying to break free from his capture. 


With the worse shit-eating grin ever, Mathias held his tip just near 
Lukas's anus. "Bite the carpet, babe, I'm going in dry!" 


And even with the warning, Lukas let out a smothered, horrified 
scream as Mathias completed that last step to solidify their countries’ 
union, the pain of Mathias forcing himself in Lukas's body being the 
last thing Lukas felt before his body couldn't take anymore of the 
suffocation and shut down completely. 


Epilogue 
© One week later © 


There was a sort of tranquility in the atmosphere as the sun greeted 
the Kingdom of Denmark with its light, giving the citizens a cloudless, 
clear sky as blue as the waters rippling near the Copenhagen shores 
and ports. Birds flew by overhead, filling the air with birdsong that 
went along with the rustle of leaves as a gentle wind blew through 
the treetops. The new morning was such a pure thing, the air clean 
and fresh with the smell of pine and nature. 


This was the type of serenity everyone in the world would ask for, 
and yet, as Lukas lowered his cup of half-finished coffee onto its little 
coaster, there was no way for the man to fight the sense of taint that 
hid in this day. The feeling itself came at such odd times too, for 
whenever he tried to pinpoint the exact source of this uncomfortable 
aura that followed him around like a ghost breathing down his neck, 
all he found was nothing, at least nothing he could deem reasonable. 
Uncrossing his legs, Lukas shifted in his chair so he could 
comfortably rest his elbow on the table and place his chin in his 
hand, his groggy eyes moving from his cup to the man sitting across 
the small table. His still lips betrayed no sort of amusement as he 
watched the other chomp into his overfilled pastry so ravenously that 
the cream and fruit filling squirted out the opposite end. 


"Agh, damn!" Mathias cursed, licking the excess filling from his 
fingers. As he reached for his napkin, his eyes caught Lukas's silent 
stare. He slowly pulled his napkin to him and tilted his head. "Hey, 
what's wrong, babe?" he asked as he started wiping his hands and 
the table clean. Lukas's reply was a simple shake of his head, which 
wasn't enough for the Dane; Mathias tilted his head even more and 
gave Lukas a demanding look. "Lukas..." 


"Nothing, Mathias," Lukas replied. He picked up his coffee mug once 
more and swirled it to mix any undissolved sugar into the caffeinated 


drink, knowing that as usual, he may have added more than the 
coffee could melt. 


Mathias shook his own head to the answer and laid his unfinished 
food on his plate. He leaned a little closer to his lover. "Lukas, what's 
going on? Seriously." 


"It's nothing, Mathias, really, | just..." There's something wrong about 
t his house, he wanted to say, but kept it to himself; it would've been 
too risky to speak it aloud without adding that the disgusting feeling 
of defilement grows stronger whenever he crossed paths with 
Mathias, or exchanged even the most passive glances with those 
wide, blue eyes. 


Lukas sighed at that little thought as he scolded himself, because 
what the hell could Mathias have even done to make Lukas feel this 
way? They haven't argued even once when he and the rest of the 
Nordics officially moved in, which came as a pleasant shock to the 
Norwegian man. No, he knew what it could be: exhautsion. Waking 
up every day before the crack of dawn to do some needed 
innovations on their new mansion, and then traveling to the 
Christiansborg Palace to spend dull, long hours on sorting out the 
last bit of needed government tasks, was what kept draining Lukas 
of his energy and common sense. 


That was the reason Lukas stuck with as he shook off the recurring 
chills that overtook his body and took another sip of his drink. He 
frowned slightly at how cool it became and cleared his throat. "I 
guess, Dane, that I-" 


Somewhere behind the mansion and the tiny hill it was rested on, a 
loud, biting sound of a chainsaw cut through the relative quiet of the 
forest clearing, blocking out Lukas's voice as well as scaring away 
the few birds hidden in the nearby trees. 


Mathias grimaced and angled his ear towards Lukas. " What?" he 
shouted over the thundering noise. 


Lukas closed his mouth and stared at the metal surface of the table, 
waiting until Berwald was done sawing away the unruly bushes and 
shrubs to say anything else. Even when the chainsaw's motor had 
cut off, he didn't speak, instead turning his attention to the two 
youngest boys sitting crossed-leg in the open space of grass. He 
watched as Peter jubilantly showed Emil the coolest ways to build an 
entire empire with the new Lego set his Daddy Den bought for him, 
and Emil, ever the non-talkative teen, listened with a subtle scowl on 
his face, probably wishing he could use his cell phone already to call 
his boyfriend. 


The more he watched them play, though, the more their movements 
started so appear too unsure, forced, a stiff bend of their scarred 
arms or a slow, unsteady shake of their head; even their speech- soft 
and low as it is- was too slurred. It was like they were feral prisoners 
unsure of how to live their parts as newly freed children. 


Much like how Lukas have been lately- 


Lukas squeezed his eyes shut and pressed his fingers to his head, 
letting out a soft groan as he tried to physically rub the mental 
oddities out of his head. What the fuck is wrong with him? 


When he felt a gentle touch on his hand, he opened his eyes to 
Mathias's sweet, reassuring smile. Mathias lowered their hands from 
Lukas's head and ran a soothing thumb over Lukas's skin. Turning in 
his seat so his legs were exposed, Mathias patted his thigh and 
cocked an eyebrow. Lukas chuckled softly and stood, moving around 
the table with their hands still clasped together as he sat on 
Mathias's lap. Mathias then released Lukas's hand so he could wrap 
both his arms around his lover's waist. He nestled his chin in the 
crook of Lukas's neck and shoulder, his breath tickling Lukas's skin. 


They sat in that silent embrace, Mathias watching his boys play with 
each other, Lukas leaning into Mathias's arm so he could fight the 
urge to jump out of his lover's hold... 


As if he could sense the unease despite Lukas trying to relax 
himself, Mathias kissed Lukas's jaw and brought his lips to the 
other's ear. "Hey, Nor, if it's that bad, we could call in an absense to 
our boss, or maybe just send Emil in our place." He held onto Lukas 
tighter. "And when we get down making the new ritual platform, we 
could nap a-aa-aall day once we bring Tino back. How's that 
sound?" 


Lukas opened his mouth to respond, but his voice became caught in 
his throat, the tightening muscles in his neck choking him. So 
instead, he inhaled sharply through his nose, which did nothing to 
help that cold, stinging sensation going up and down his body that 
made him taste bile in the back of his throat. His heart was thumping 
so fast in his chest that he was going to scream, as flashes ofa 
sweet, round face played over and over in his head, always smiling, 
always flushed with that rosy tint on his cheeks. 


With a horrifying, buzz-like static, Lukas could see that pink face go 
pale, the man's limp body lying in a pool of red. Lukas was slowly 
falling far away from the serene trees and the protective hold of his 
boyfriend's arms into a nightmarish pit where nothing made sense. 
Because Tino's death didn't make sense. Why did they need to 
revive him? Why was Tino dead in the first place? 


And Lukas continued to fall in that despairing pit; he didn't just see 
flashes of Tino's dead body, but of Peter's, of Berwald's, of Emil's, all 
of them mangled and bloodied with clothes cast off to the side, 
semen covering their thighs and buttocks- 


In a hushed, fatherly tone, Mathias whispered something into the 
tensed and unnervingly still Lukas's ear. The words he spoke, 
whispered so sweetly and reassuringly, were too familiar in Lukas's 
mind. Not just because it was in Lukas's ancient language, but 
because it held a sort of powerful message that chased away the 
awful, seizure-inducing flashes. Somewhat against Lukas's will, the 
enchanting words made every muscle in Lukas's body relax, till he 
was nothing more than a tired doll in Mathias's arms. He finally 
released his breath and hung his head, his vision pulling away from 


the repulsive sight his mind was making up to the grass beneath his 
feet. 


"You okay, Lukas?" Mathias asked. 


Lukas wordlessly nodded and dug his fingers into Mathias's arm to 
ground himself to the present. 


"Good," Mathias said. He planted another, wetter kiss on Lukas's jaw 
and nuzzled his nose into the tuft of hair at the nape of Lukas's neck. 
"Like | said: we revive Tino, and you can rest all you want. I'll take 
care of ya." 


Lukas nodded once more, his lips involuntarily curving into a small 
smile. "Thank you, sir." 


Meg and Dia's Monster plays as the end credits start rolling 


Aaaah, wow, and we've officially reached the end of this fic. | really 
don't know what to say besides thank you all for sticking around to 
the end of this terrifying experience with all the Nordics! It's been 
such a long writing journey for me (made longer by that huge-ass 
hiatus | took. Have | apologized profusely enough for that, yet? If not, 
| am truly, truly sorry!) and | want to thank you guys for the constant 
boost in confidence, the advice you gave me to improve my writing (I 
probably didn't use all the advice well in this fic, but | definitely will in 
my future fics!) and hey, even the angry, disgusted reviews, because 
| live for that type of entertainment. 


Now a confession: 


Besides my tendency to lie in bed at night and think of weird 
scenarios and fic ideas, the reason | wrote this was because | read 
the awesome fic Gutters.. 


The thought of Mathias sacrificing his very life had hurt so much that 
| really needed a way to, er, make him powerful and alive again? And 
because | wanted to write a fic as great as Gutters. The latter | didn't 


do, and the former | did in the most fucked up way, but hey, I'm a 
horror and gory type of chick, so... 


But seriously, thank you guys for sticking with this fic through the 
years, and keeping me motivated to see this to the bittersweet end! 


(Also, if you guys don't mind helping a sista out? Since I'm officially 
finished with this fic, | want to work on others that | kinda left in the 
dust, but I'm having a bit of a rough time choosing one to focus a lot- 
if not all- my energy on, so | made a poll on my profile! Please check 
it out and vote! Thanks again!) 


EDIT: So, | confused a ton of folks, so | made some fast facts on my 
profile page, too! 


And | guess my A/N is sort of confusing people here. | was saying 
that even though | would've loved to make a fic as great as Gutters, | 
knew that | didn't. 


Still was fun, though. 


